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DEDICATION. 


T O 


James Dexter, Eſq; 


STIR, 
fa DDRESSES, of this kind, are generally 
A made, either to expect favours, or, an ac- 
knowledgement for benefits received. My 
motive is from the laſt :. Since, from your bene vo- 
lence and candour, I have received the greateſt that 
can be given to one in my ſtation of life. If I take 
this public manner of acknowledgement, it proceeds. 
from a gratitude I could no- longer conceal. An 
offence, like this, without your wledge, may 
diſpleaſe; but I know ſo much of the 2 ivin 
Temper, not only of you, and your s, that I — 
to — the fault, to have the pleaſure of aſking 
on. 
1 ou are not fond of praiſe, however juſtly 
your due, I ſhall conclude, with ſaying, that if 
your rewards equall'd your merit, or my ſincere 
wiſhes, you ſhould live ſurrounded. with proſpe- 


rity to the final period of time. All that truly 
Know you, join in the ſame ſentiments with 


Wur entirely obliged, 
humble Servant, 


W. R. CjxzrTwooD. 
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OF TAE 


AUTHOR. 


1 | Can give no farther account of 4NTHONY 


4» 
(7.9 
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BREMER, Eſq; the author of this play, but that 
1 he was a poet in great eſteem; which may be ga- 
'* ther'd from an old poem, calld, Steps ro PARNASSUS.. 


Let Brewer take his artful pen in hand,, 
1 Attending Muſes will obey command; 
In voke the aid of Shakeſpear's ſleeping clay, 
| | And ſtrike, from utter darkneſs, — day. 
> He is the author of three plays. 

I. Lineva, or the combat of the tongue, and the five 
ſenſes, for ſuperiority, a comedy. Acted at Cambridge, 
1606. | | 
| VMinſtanly, in his account of the dramatick poets, tells us; 
| Oliver Cromwell play d the part of Ta&us, in this play, 
> which he felt ſo warmly, that it firſt kindled his ambition. 
Another author, points at the following ſpeech, as a com 
| [ firmation of this opinion. 
Roſes, and bays, pack hence! this crown and rohe, 
My brows, and body, circles, and inveſts : 
Ho gallantly it fits me! ſure the ſlave 
* Meaſure'd my head, that wrought this coronet 
They lie that ſay, complexions cannot change 
My blood's aal, and I am transform d 
5 Unto the ſacred temper of a king. 
Mlethinks, J hear my noble paraſites: 
Stiling me Ceſar, or great Alexander,, 
* Licking my feet. 
II. The CounTRyY GIRL, a comedy. 
III. The Lovz-$1cx Kins, 1629, 1633, and 1655. 
þ 1 have printed from this laſt edition, as appearing the moſt 


correct. 
| A 3 Parſons 


- —_ 


Blaſs * the Pl Av. 


EruzLDaED, King of Fogland, Hain. | 
AxvxE D, his Brother, after diſguiſed under the 
Name of Eldred, and at laft King. 

Canvrus, King of Denmark, the Love-ſick King, 

T he King of Scotland. 

Epmonn, Duke of Thetford. 

EvpvLe, and EDELL, Lords. 

iſt Captain. 

2d Captain. | 

OsgzER r, he Rebel, Duke of Mertia. 4 

ERRKINWALD, aud HAROLD, Lords of Den- [ | 

mark. {7 

Osa ick, Hoyrman, and HL DRICR, Danes. 
; 


Mar coLMs, à Scot. 4 
be Abbot of Wincheſter. 1 
Goopc1yrr, a Merchant of Newcaſtle, 
RANDAL, a Coal-Merchant, Brother to Goodgift's 
Wife. 

Gror6s, Factor to Goodgift. 
'Tnor nToN, the Pedlar. 4 
GIM, the Collier, Servant to Randal. 


A Black-Smith. 4 
A Gold- Smith, | | 4 
A Workman. A 


Colliers. 
ELINA, Siſter to Canutus, King of Denmark, 
Car rTESMUNDA, the fair Nun of Wincheſter, 


Wife to Goodgift, after, his Widow. j 
The Sckxz, ENGLAND. || 
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THE 


PO. K ING. 


TRAGEDY. 


AA RE RE ES FHF ER HR FE CHA Et asu 


Enter king Etheldred 4 Alvred bis brother, Edmond abe 
of Thetford, Edulf,, Edell ear! of Hampſhite, with - 
their ſwords drawn," and ſome ſoldiers wounded "ne 
them, Alarms continuing afar off | 


Kine. 


Stay, and hear me ſpeak, my noble friends? 

My ſubjects, and my ſoldiers, hear your king: 

* nine ſet battles gainſt theſe red-hair'd Danes, 
Hath Etbeldred with various fortunes fought, — _ 
To reſcue yon, and England, from theſe det 5 
Recal your ſpirits; this city, Vincheſter, is all our ſtrength, 
And, i you ceaſe to fight, the foe comes on 2 


With bloody rage, and fad deſtructive ſpoil. 
1/8 Capt. The breach is made, the Danes ruſh or the 
walls, 


And, like the pent up ocean 'boye his banks, } ” 


£2 
3 
— 


8 The Love-fick KING. 
Falls from his height with roaring violence 
And drowns fs 1 FR 
Abo. Deſpair not, countrymen, | 
We yet _ _ them back 5 _— for fight 
Lam. nes are un the flaughter begins 
And execution is their ſoldiers call. hg 
O! will you lay your throats beneath their ſwords ; 5 
Or doth your danger make you deſperate ? = Fe 
Your houſes will be preys to fire and theft. 19 
King. Your wives, and daughters, ſlaves. to Daniſh luſt. [ 


22280982 


Abo. Your children in their mothers arms ſtruck dead 
Eam. The names of Engliſh, torn from memory: 
Oh! let your valour im one chance be try'd, 
Or quite extirpe a nation from the world. 
King. See, on my knees, I pray you, for yourſelves x 
O *tis for England's ſafety, not my own, 
That J intreat, to ſave you from deſtruction. 
Pity your king, your eountry, and yourſelves, it 
That now are falling ; let your valours riſe, 
And, in ene blow, gain liberty, or death. ; 
Alu. Now, by my princely birth (my royal brother) 
His fight: amazes more than all the Danes; 
Riſe, riſe, and ſpeak. no more; away, away; 
The ſtones will ſooner yield you. aid than cowards ! 
' 24 Capt. Rip · up our breaſts, and fee our loyal hearts, 
To fight and die for you, in this juſt cauſe ; | 
But death hath ſeized us; all our bloods are waſted,, 
And, through our many wounds, our ſouls exhauſted. 
1f Capt. And ſince we can no more, O let your ſwords. 
Take ſwift revenge, and fave the Danes a labour; 
In killing. os, you eaſe our preſent woes | 
9071 tt Alarm and cries within 


Fr Enter Edell. 


Fd. Hy, royal princes, ſave your lives by flight, 
The day looks clouded, there's no hope of ſafety ; 
The traiterous Osbert, duke of Mertia, 

Makes head againſt you, and, with all his troops, 
Enters the city gates, guards in the Danes, 
Triumphs in {laughter, thorough every ſtreet. 
The aged father of St. Swithin's abby, 
That, with his holy cro& between his hands, 


— 


Momnted 


The Love-ſick KING. 9 


Mounted the walls to urge the ſoldiers on, 
Jo fight for freedom and religion, 
[> Seeing this treaſon, hath retired himſelf, . 
And, on the holy altar, heaves his hands, 
© Awaiting death: The chaſte religious maids, with c 


munda, 4 


' | Their fair overnefs, flock to the temple, a 
As their laſt reſort; hoping that ſacred ſhrine 
May ſhield their virtue and their innocence. = 
7 Ing. Chme, princely Alured, my noble brother, E 
Let's ſeek to lep their Prelüng throughthe city; 
I we muſt die ., 
Alu. Why then, tis but our fate; 
Which, even till death, cloſe by thy fide III wait. 
[ Exceunt. 


un Bre, Oſbert, Exkinwald, Harold, and the Danes, 
| erying, kill, kill. The wounded ſoldiers riſe and fight pl | 


150 them the King, Alvred, and the Engliſh, 
| 1 driven out, and the king lain. h 


Bam. Seek for your ſafety, fir, the king is dead. | 
A. See, noble B What the Dauer have done! 
A king, by heaven, created for a crown, 

Now only made fit for a golden urn; 

__ d to death, and ſlaughter, p ityleſs 


fl 
i 
LE Curſe on the traytor's heart that wrought tis 


treaſon, 
7 Rebellious Osbert, that betray'd'ſt thy country. 
Alu. Leave his reward to heaven, that will avenge ity 
And, brave duke Zaunond, ſince the times are ſuch, 
Let's take diſguiſe with ſpeed, and ſeek for faſety : a 
If heaven be pleaſed, Bus lord, we yet may hive. 
7 Haſte, and ſummon all thy friends in Norfolk; 
If L eſcape with life, II poſt to Scor land; 
Donall, the king, is of a noble ſpirit, 
And will not flack, I know, to ſend his aid 
Againſt this common foe to both our kingdoms. 
There thou ſhalt meet me, the? our 1 long; 
e' once again renew this dreadfi | | 
Zam. Spoke like the hope of England ! Royal prince! 
| 8 : 


For, 


—_ 


10 De Love- ick K ING. 
For, in thy „I will live and die. 

Alu. Firſt bear hence this cold elay of majeſty, 
Our hapleſs brother, and revenge his death. | 
Eam. That, and what elſe may but expreſs thy worth 

And title to the crown, Il ſtill purſue, 
Or may black infamy my baſenefs tell. ; 
Atv. My foul ſhall quit thy love, Brave prince, fare-. | 
wel. | [ Exeum ſeverally;. © 


Horm. Enter Canutus king of Denmark, Elgina biz 
filter, Erkinwald, Oſbert, Harold, Oſrick, ſoldiers. 


. 
$ 
Osb. The city's won, my lord, the king is ſlain, | 
* 


And, great Canutut, with his royal troops 
May take ſleſſion of this conquer'd town. 
an. Thy love, ſincere brave Osbers duke of Mertin, 


Revolting from the Fglſh.to our part, a I 
Has overturn'd the city Winchefter, F. 
Drown'd in the blood of kingly Erhelared * 


And all his hoſt. Hie thee, duke Frłinwalu, 
_ 2 ſiſter to our tent: 

ou go Elgina, ſtrongly guarded, 

Till, with our — wo char 4 — C 

That may oppoſe our peaceful enterance. | V 
Stand on yon hill, and hear the Engliſh groans, 15 

While trumpets ſound the Daniſh victories. TY 

Conduct her, Erkinwald. Fb 

1 

1 

N 


Ex. The Gods protect my noble brother's ſafety, 
And crown thy brows with wreaths. of victory. 

Can. Duke Harolu, take our guards, and march befc 
Ranſack the temple, and each private houſe ; | 
Who bears the name of Sgliſb, ſtrike him dead: 
This day the kingdom is, by conqueſt, ours. 


Osb. may it ſo remain to great Canurus : 92 
An hundred thirty years, the Engliſh kings 
Have paid juſt tribute to the royal Danes ; of 


Which, now re-cenquer'd, with aſſured hopes. 
To hold poſſeſſion of the realm in peace. 
Uſurping, and diſloyal Erhelared,, 

Thus Osbert, ſets his foot upon thy head; 

That was anointed late, with precious 


Rejoicing, that, by me, thy pride is fall n. 


Cu. 


| Cay. Forbear, brave Engiiſblord; remember this, 
He was a king; let not thy ſubject foot 
Tread on thy ſovereign's head: Take off his crown, 
And, when the Neuphter's paſt, preſent it to us, 
And we will then reward thy faithful ſervice. 
+ Enter the town, ſpare neither ſex nor age: 
+4 Whip out this Zughſb race, with iron r 
6. The vanquiſh'd are but men, the victors, gods. | 
, 1 [ Exeunt. 
© Alarm. A great cry within. Enter abbot, bearing a croſs, 
> Carteſmunda, with two tapers burning, which ſhe placeth 
vn the altar, tua, er three nuns, following. | 
Abb. Come, holy virgins, hie you to the altar. 
© Cars. The raging foe purſues, defend us, heaven? 
"Or: virgin teare, the balm of martyr d fail, 


As tribute due to thy tribunal. thrones 
= With thy right hand, koep us from rage and murder 
Let not our danger fright us, but our fins : 

Misfortunes touch our bodies, not our ſouls. 
| Abb. Fair Carteſmunda ] bright illuſtrious maid? 

O be thou conſtant in this day of tryal. | 

- Virtue is vice, unleſs it perſevere. 

> Cars. Upon my knees, to you, and heaven, I ſwear, 
When 1 do yield my virgin vow to luſt, 
In the ſoft twines of an mſatiate bed, 
May I give up the treaſure of my youth 

Jo ſuch a man, whoſe luſt, and poiſon'd breath, 

„May foon reward my fin, and be my death. 
| [Alarm. Follow, follow. 
Abb. Hark C hark ! the bloody foe has forced the 

'E . temple. 

\ Turn boldly, and be conſtant; the tryal's come. 


Arm. Enter Canutus, Erkinwald, Harold, Hoffman, 
| Olrick, ſoldiers. 


© Can. On! on! Kill all, fare none z this by cu, 
: Ks. 

| Ha who — my conquering hand? what power un- 
; own 

By magick, thus transforms me to a ſtatue, 


Senſeleſs 


* 

2. 

5 

8 
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Senſeleſs of all the WASR., :: 
Ny ood runs back, I have no power to ſtrike. 
Call in our g n 
Sheath up your ors with me, and ceaſe to kill: 
| Her angel- cries, ſhe muſt not die, 
| Nor ks 2 O 1 am ſtrangely touch d! 
| Methinks, I lift my ſword againſt myſelf, 
| 


When I oppoſe her — All perfection | 
O {ee the pearled dew drops from her eyes! 
* Ariſe in peace; fair ſoul, will you be mine? 
Cen I you be death, not elſe. 
| Gan. Here is his power; for, if my wrath thon move, 
1 This blow ſhall-rid my heart of torturing love: 
| Pale death's effect take away the cauſe, 
And I be free as air — Thou ſorcereſs ! 
'T hat ſtay'lt my hand with, witchcraft, and with charms 23 
I will unwind thy cunning ng exonilus. — 
Rare beauteous virgin ou love Cauntus ? 
Cart. When, ng, wil yo bade een u., # 
n I then will love thee. 4 
| Can. Il give thee death, as thoſe in blood have fal'n, 
And thou ſhalt die. 
8 We will withdraw ; then kill her. 
Curt. And I am ready. Tyrant, do thy worſt. 
Can. Hold, traytqr, hold z thou baſt kill d thy * 
Does ſhe not bleed ? O love, how ſtrong's thy foe 
All England ſhall not buy this jewel from me. 
Did ft thou ſtrike her? 
Har. I had not drawn my ſword, you came fo ſudden. 
Can. Nor never may'ſt thou draw r 1 7 her life, 
So ſhe be pleaſed to love. 
Cart. To hate thee, I will love, but never love thee. 
Can. Grant me thy love, N royalties are thine, 
And thou ſhalt ſtrike the ſun. blind with thy luſtre, 
In ornaments more rich, than is the Nba $ 
lid in the unknown bottom of the ſea 3 
And for thy pleaſures 
Cart. Peace, ſleek flatterer. Thou ſeekeſt to violate 


My virgin vous, with thy enchanting ton 
Which, &'er I break, 5 gue 


EY I — —— ᷣ— —¾ 
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The heavens ſhall fright the earth; ſaints prove unjuſt, 
Death loſe his power, &er I embrace thy luſt. 
Can. She turns me wild with rage, and paſſion 
I'll rip thy boſom up, to ſee that wonder, 
A conſtant woman's heart : Sure thine is flint, 
Yet thus I'Il pierce it, were it adamant : Oh! 
He offers to Rrike, and his ſword falls. 
Erk, My royal lord. 
Har. Great prince, recall your ſpirits. 
Can. I'm ſtruck with light'ning, from the torrid zone 
Stand all betwixt me, and that flaming ſun; 
Yet do not : Let her heat in death be ſpent. 
Go, Erkinwald, convey her to my tent. 
Let her be guarded with more watchful eyes 
Than heaven has ſtars, ſet in a froſty night: 
If here ſhe ftay, I ſhall conſume to 4. 
*Tis time muſt give my paſſions remedy. | 
Art thou not gone? Kill him that gazeth on her; 
For all that ſee her, ſure muſt doat like me, 
And treaſon, for her, will be wrought againſt us. 
Be ſudden — to our tents pr'ythee away, 
The hell on earth, 1s love, that brings delay. 
[ Exit Erkinwald with Carteſmunda. 
Har. The duke of Aertia, with the Engliſb crown, 
Attends the pleaſure of my lord, the king. 
Can. Preſent him to us.: O, obdurate maid ! 
The Engliſh crown, is valueleſs to thee. 


Enter Oſbert. 


Osb. Low as obedience, thus, the vanquiſt'd Engliſh 
Yields ſubject duty to the kingly Dane 
And, with this conquer'd crown, our lives, and honours. 
Can. You pleaſe us well, duke Osbert; come, inveſt us, 
Thy warlike hand, ſhall crown Ganutus brow ; 
For, by thy aid, this realm 1s ours by conqueſt. 
Osb. Long live Canutus, mighty king of Danes 
Of Denmark, Norway, and of England, king. | Flouriſb. 
Can. Thanks, duke of Mertia. We muſt now remem- 


r 
That, by thy late revolt, we won this city, 
B Slew 


— 


dew Etheldred, the lord of many thouſands. 
' Now, for reward, which ſhou'd have come before, 
Thou never ſhalt crown king, nor ſubject, more. 
Ott with bis head. | 
Osb. My lord. 
| Can. A guard, I ſay ; ſtop up the traytor's mouth: 
if Let us have fear, not love. Man's nature will be bold 


Where it jshked: A kingdom got by blood, 
Mnſt ſo be kept. — I will not hear him ſpeak; 


Away with him ! Bring me his wiſdom's head 
1 Into my tent; there we'll converſe. 
i Osb. Heaven's wrath is juſt. [ Exit with guard. 
| Can. Here was it that I ſaw that blazing ſtar, 
it Whoſe bright aſpect promis'd ee peace 
| Lo this affrighted kingdom. Torches, ſlaves ; 
| The night comes on us; we are all in darkneſs ; 
Prepare my bed; we'll reſt us, after toil, 
| And fleep. Thou mother of forgetfulneſs, drown all my 
1 thoughts 
{ That &er I ſaw this virgin, make her a ſtranger 
7 Jo my memory, that I may joy in this, f 


4 Not die for love. Hoffman, her looks are heaven ; F 
j Her eyes are Cupia's darts. Go, bring her to me: 
N Art not gone yet, ſlave? It is an embaſſy 
1 Too good for Hermes, the herald of the Gods. 
{ | -- Thou ſhalt meet lightning, yet on thou muſt. Go, 
Aſk that weeping nun — doſt hear me? 
Art not gone? Were Hellen now alive, this maid alone 
Would ſtain her beauty, and new Troy ſhould burn. 
' Paris would die again, to live to ſee her. — O bring me 
' Re, -. 
| Dull ſlave, with reverence : Let not the ſun 
| Be more out-worſhipp'd by the tann'd Barbarian. | 
Tell her, a bleeding lover ſent thee to her, t* 
I And name me, if thou chance to ſee her ſmile. 
| Thou haſt not forgot my name. 
Hoff: No, my good lord. 
Can. Let me not ſpurn thee ; go, 
Fetch me ſome wine; we'll war a while with love. 
Fair Phedra, who, in Corinth, once was found, 
Compared to her, as different they wou'd how, 


As 


The Love-ſick K ING. 
As ſable ebony, to Alpine ſnow, _ _ 
When firſt I ſaw her at the holy altar, 
Surely, the Gods, more careful of her life 
Than of a maſs of fouls, brought me unto her, 


And fix'd my foul to her's. — Let me have muſick. 


Enter Hofman, 


But thou preventeft us, with a better ſound, 
The accent of her name, ſtrikes muſick dumb; 
For the is air of all perfection. — Her name? 
Hoff. Her three times ſacred name, moſt royal king, 
Is Carteſmunda, a religious nun. 
Can. It needs no epithet to expreſs the name, 
For Carteſmundu is the world's bright orb. — 
I charge thee, Osvick, ſtrait conduct her to me. 
Her ſacred name is Carteſmunda call'd. 
I tear a harder talk to conquer her, 
Than all'the- ſpacious bounds of Barbary: 
Had the Gods none to take my glory from me, 
But a weak woman? O ſtrange deſtin'd fate 
Ten. worlds in arms againſt Canurys* crown, could not — 


Zuter Oſtick, and Carteſmunda. 


See, the day breaks! Look where Aurora comes ! 
And ſee the morning's dew falls from her eyes, 
Begetting ſweeter flowers, than thoſe of May, 
From the glad ravith'd earth. O, tell me fair! 
Speak, Engliſh maid, how cameſt thou to my light ? 
What makeſt thou here ? Cameſt thou to murder me ? 
Cart. What all my friends have found, but wretched I, 
J ſeek for death, to end my miſery. 
Can. Thou can'ſt not find him, for thou art immortal. 
Death wou'd die for thee, if he ever ſaw thee, 
And, for thy ſake, make blunt his ebon dart. | 
Pray, weep no more ; he prays, that might command : 
We will not force the jewel thou ſo prizeſt, 
Till thou bequeath it freely to my youth. 
We are o' tt eagles kind, and ſcorn to ſtoop 
To an 1gnoble thought. Sweet, will you hear me: 
"Twas king Ca nutus fetch'd that ſigh you heard. 
Still turn aſide! Well, if you loath me, leave me: 
B 2 


There 


W 
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There lies your way: Yet be adviſed, fond maid: 
No ſooner ſhalt thou paſs forth from my ſight, 
But the baſe ſoldiers Wil lay hold on thee, 
And, what I value above religion, will not be thus much 
there. 
They'll raviſh thee; and, therefore, pr'ythee ſtay. 
With _— Ip 7 * thee. Thou froſty April, 
Woo't not 9 love? Do't then, for honour, pleaſufe, 
ma 
What! kn. e ſtill! Then get thee from my ſight : 
Go to the woods, and learn of wilder beaſts 
A little pity : You preſerve chaſtity, with a foul ſin, 
Ingratitude. Good night; F ſtay, we are ſtrangers, f 
We may kiſs at 4 hou haſt infuſed | 
Promethean fires into me. I have two lives, 
Yet none of them my own. Fair Carte/munda ! 
If thou wilt be gone, bid me good night; 
Though in ſome Language that 1 underſtand not. 
Cart. Good night, my lord. 
Can. When ſhall I have thy love ? 
Cart. When men ſhall ceaſe to think there is a God, 
Or any thing more ſtrange : Alas! great prince 
My chaſtity, ſtands at the bar above ; 
My life I owe to you, but not my love. 
Can. So young, and full of — piety? 
In vain I ſhoot againſt a wall of braſs, 
That ſends mine — ſhafts back upon myſelf. 
I muſt chooſe fitter time to conquer thee. 
Lights, and a double — t attend my love. 
Faireſt, good reſt.— Be duteous in her care. 
PIL wake with thought of thee, and then, with tears. 
| Exeunt; 


Manet Erkinwald, Harold, Captain. 7 


Erk. The king is love: ſick, Harold; join thy powers, 
And round begirt this city Wincheſter ; 
Beſet the ways, let not the Engliſh ſcape, 
That ſtood the ſiege, and ſack of this fair town. 

Har. I think, there's few eſcaped, the king is ſlain, 
And England now ſubmits to th conquering Dane. * 
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Erk. Prince Alured, the brother to the king, 
And Edmond duke of Thetford, both are ſcaped, 
And may raiſe powers afreſh : Therefore, be careful, 
Enter Elgina. 
Har. Doubt not, my lord. See, here comes the prin- 
ceſs. | [ Exit. 
Erk. Madam, I bring ydu 'dear ' commends from Ca- 
nutus, | 
England is won, and the white flag of peace- 
Is rear'd upon the ruins of this city. 
King Ehelared is ſlain, and great Canutus - 
Inveſted with his crown, and dignity: - 
What conqueſt can be more? 
Eg. That you ſubdue your thoughts. 
Good fir, give o'er, till I have conference with the king. 
Erk. And then you'll love? 
Eg. Till then, Pl love no other. 


Enter two ſoldiers, dragging in Alvred, in diſgaiſe. 
1ſt Sold. Drag him aleng; he's Zuglib, and muſt die. 
Come forward, fir. 
Alu. Ye cannot e me; tis my wiſh to die, 
And I, that ſeek it, ſcoff at all your threats. 
O, for fair England's good, and my loft powers! 
Mine be the ſuffering; and the glory thine. 
Erk. What priſoner: have our Daniſh ſoldiers got? 
24 Sold. One of the ſtraggling Engliſh, my good lord, 
And now are leading him, to have him tortured. 
Ek. Let him come near us. Say, what art thou? 
N with Alvred. 
+ Elg. Some God, I think, diſguiſed in 
Come down, to court us, with bewitching looks. 
There's ſomething tells me, if my thoughts ſpeak truth, 
To thee I owe the pleaſure of my life. 
Erk. Was that thy fortune, it had been better far 
Th' had'ſt fall'n, amongſt thy friends, in this dread war, 
Than hve to further ſhame. Away, and hang him. 
Elg. Stay, good my lord. 
Erk. Madam, forbear ; the king hath ſworn the deaths 
Of all that barr'd his enterance to thus city | 
B3 | They 
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They ſcorn'd his proferr'd peace, and now muſt periſh; 
'T his may ſuffice, he's Engliſh, and muſt die. 1 
Eig. H all the Zxglibperiſh, then muſt I; 
For I, (now know) in England here, was bred; 

Although deſcended of the Daniſh blood, 

King Hardiknute, my father, thirty years, 
Govern'd th* one half of this fair kingdom, 
Where I, was born an Engliſh princeſs : 
Therefore, I pray, my lord, ſet this man free, 
Let me beſtow his life, and liberty. 

PII beg it of the king. 


Erk. Madam, *tis. your's. Go, ſoldiers, take this gold, 


And let our word to you, diſcharge your priſoner, 


1½ Sold. It ſhall my lord. Wou'd. we were rid of all 


the Engliſh thus. [Exeunt ſoldiers, 


Eg. Pray, fir, reſolve me, what has your fortunes been? 


Alu. The worſt of woes, fair princeſs ;- I have lived 
To fee my country ruin'd, my friends murder'd, 
Myſelf condemn' d to die, and, but for you, 

T had been dead; that life I have, is yours. 


Elg. Comfort yourſelf, henceforth you ſhall be mine. 


Attend this noble lord, tis for your good; 
Where mildneſs conquers, we muſt ſhed no blood. 
Erk. Lou are all compact of love and mercy. 
Come, beauteous madam, you muſt leave the tents, 
To entertain the glorious great Camutus, 
Whom you muſt comfort; for the love- ſick king 
Sits ſadly doating on a beauteous nun. 
Eg. i it poſſible, my lord, the king, our brother,. 
In midft of conqueſt, ſhou'd be Cupid's ſlave. 
Bi. Such is love's power; it flies with ſwifteſt wings, 
And midſt his armed guards, he woundeth kings. 
Ex. Venus defend me! if he be thus — 
We ſhall be all ſoldiers, and theſe ſtern wars 
Muſt be transform'd into love's encounters. 
Well, my good lord, we'll ſee this Engliſh wonder 
My brother ſo admires ; call for our guard, and train. 
Erk. They.are ready, madam, 
Eig. Go you before then; 
Lock to your priſoner, leſt he run d Way. 


Erk: 
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* F#k. O fear not, lady. — Come, fir. 
' [Exeunt Erkinwald, and. Alvred.. 
Elg. Wou'd' he wou'd'run, ſo he wou'd go with me. 
* I love him, but tis baſhfulneſs 
Tal thus makes women hide their ſecret thoughts 
Even till we burſt and die; we muſt not love; 
Yea, though it be offer'd, we muſt ſtill refuſe 
With fond denial, what we wiſh to chuſe, 
I ſee no ſenſs for this. Well, amorous youth, 
For thy ſake, I'll teach women what to do, 
And, ſpite of cuſtom, will begin to woo. Exit. 


enn * e e Ne 
ACT II. 


| 1 Enter Thornton, with needles, and 4 lamb's hin, ſoging. 
| 5 


* 


THORNTON. 
| BE gone, be gone, 8 Juggy, my pago, 
Be gone. my ove, my dear; 
My — is gone, 
N And ware I have none, 
' But one poor lamb's kin here. 


* Why ſo? and who buys this lamb's ſkin, now? a moſt fine, 
Y dainty, nappy, lamb's ſkin. If a lady wou'd line her pet- 
ticoat, a ſweeter lamb's-ſkin cannot kils her cataſtrophe. Let 
me ſee,how often do I transform myſelf, in four and twenty 
hours? Firſt; here in Northumberland, mine own native 
country, amongſt poor people, I change theſe millan fuſtian 
needles into eggs; then, my eggs into money; and then, am Ia 
merchant, not of ee * but lamb's-ſkins ; and 1 
poor Thornton of Northumberland, picks out a living, 
| of e 7 Yet this is not the living, that 
At neither; for 1 may tell to all men, that I have a terrible 
| mind, to be a horrible rich man; nay, an, 
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on't too; for, where'er I go, there's ſomething ſtill whiſpers 
in mine ears, I ſhall be great, and here at Newcaſtle too, 
into which I am re All which, to confirm, a 
witch, or a juggler, has guided my fate in writing; and now 
PII read. it once again, that all the world may know my 
fortunes, and wonder at them. Mark then, for thus 


it goes. 


Reads. Go to Newcaſtle, take thy fate; 
Yer, &er thou enter, count thy ftate : 
ſervice in that place, thou get, 
hy wealth will riſe to inſmite; | 25 
And Thornton's name, in England, ſt and 7 
The richeſt ſubject in the land. | 1 


O fortune! how haſt thou favour'd a poor merchant- 
ſtranger! I have all this wealth in conceit already; and all 
this have I got, of a cunning man, for two poor millan 
needles, and one of them lacks an eye too. No matter. 
Hope, keeps the heart whole, and 1 ſhall be rich, that's 
certain ; but how, I know not, nor care not, ſo it come in 
any likeneſs : My fortune ſays, I muſt get a ſervice here, in 
Newcaſle ; but, &er I enter, I muſt count the wealth I have 
now, and that's ſoon reckon'd ; one poor half- penny, and 

a lamb's-ſkin, is all the wealth I have, i' faith; and yet, 
for all this, My flare mult land, The richeſt ſulject in the 
land. Tis certain, my mind gives me it, and I am aſ- 
fured on't ; yet I muſt put myſelf in remembrance of my 
poverty, leſt I ſhould forget myſelf, when I am grown 
rich: I will write - note on't, &er I enter the town, and 

hang it here, u ome tree, to keep it in mind, as lon 

is he river of Tine runs under "4 Let me ſee, inſtead 
of paper, this tile-ſtone ſhall ſerve, and here's an ink-horn 

I ſtole from my hoſteſs, a ſcurvy quean ; if I had not given 
her money for my ale, ſhe. would have chalk'd me pre- 
fently : this ſhall ſerve the tum. PII fit down, and write; 
ſweet Helicon inſpire me, with thy Caſtall an luck. 0 


Enter Goodgift, his NMiſe, Randal, and George. J ! 
Goodg. Come, come, diſpatch ; the wind is north north- | | 
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Fact. Here, fir. 

Goodg. At the next ebb, good George, I, and the ſhip, 
fall down to Tinmouth; are your books made even, the 
goods made fit, and all things fitting for the voyage. 

Fact All's done, fir ; the commodities prized, and 
ſumm'd ; their value, at my back return from fea, I hope 
to treble to you. 

Gooag. Heaven deal in that; or gain, or loſs, we muſt 
be ſtill contented, and, therefore, are we call'd adventurers, 
becauſe we know *tis hazard. | 

Rand. Tis, indeed, fir, and I do wonder at this gain of 
hazard, you'll ſet ſo great a ſtate, ſeeing the time joins with 
the ſea in danger; the Daniſh fleet watcheth to pill the 
Engliſh venturers. Then be adviſed. 

Wife. Yet, to avoid all dangers, huſband, I'd have you do 
as here my brother doth ; venture your ſtate in your own 
_ ; tho? the gains be ſmaller, the ſafety's not ſo 
doubttul. 

Gooag. Ay, ay, wife, thy brother Randal here, is known 
a famous merchant for Newcaftle coals, and England holds 
the circuit of his traffiick ; but we, that are *venturers abroad, 


muſt fame our country through all Chriſtendom, nay, far 


beyond our ehriſtian territories, to Egypt, Barbary, and 
the tawny Moors, where not, indeed? it ſea, and wind, 
gives way, unto our dancing veſſels ; nay, nay, brother, 
your merchandize, compared with us, I tell you, is but a 
poor freſh-water venture. 
Rand. Well, brother, well, purſue your foreign gain ; 
I reſt content at home; at the year's end, we'll caſt the 
ditterence *twixt your far-fetch'd treaſure, and our Newcaſtle 
home-bred minerals; you ſhall perceive a ſtrange transfor- 
_— black coals turn'd to white ſilver ; that's my com- 
t, fir. | | 
Gooag. And take it to you, fir ; with much good, I wiſh 
it. But flay, who is that? 
Rand. One that is very brain buſy, it ſeems. 
Goodg. Peace, peace, obſerve him, pr'ythee.. 
' Thornt. Here did Thornton enter in 
With hope, a half-penny, and a lamb's-(kin. 
It ſhall go? faith. I'll never ſtrive to mend it; foot this 
poetry, and, if a man's brains were not well laid in his _ 
tou 
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*twou'd make him mad: I think, if there be any Helicon in 
England, tis here at Newcaſtle; I am inſpired with it; 
every coal-pit has a reli ont; for, who goes down, but 
he comes out as bleck as ink. 

Goodg. Is not this fellow mad. 

Rand. Good faith, I doubt it: 

Thornt. Well, this writing will I ſet up here, at the 
town's end; that when 1 have got all thoſe riches together, 
and fit amongſt my comely brethren, I then may talk the 
pace of wit, and worſhip, here to read this manutcript-; 
then will L view my ware-houſes,. diſperſe my coin, comfort 
the poor ;- ay, and, perhaps, build churches. 

Rand. Either he ſpeaks to himſelf, os he's poſſeſt with 
ſome ſtrange talking ipirit, that dialogues within him. 

Thornt. Then will I have ſome fifty beadfmen, in my 
life time, for that's the firſt way to be pray'd for here, and 
mourn'd for, when I am gone, and; on their gowns, their cul- 
— ſhall be, ſix millan needles, and a filver lamb's- 

Gooag. Ha, ha; the more he ſpeaks, methinks tis more 1 f 
diſtracted. Let's queſtion him. 
Wife. Is he not, think you, huſband, one of thoſe players | 
of interludes, that dwells at Newcaftie, and conning of his 
* for, ſurely, theſe are other men's matters he talks of. 

you hear, honeſt man, and friend, let me inſtruct you 
to be wile, and ſober. | 
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Thornton ſings. 


T come not hither, for thee to teach; 

T have no pulpit, for to preach: 'S 

£wou'd thou hadſt kift me under the breech, 
As thou art a lady gay. 


Wife. Marry, come up, with a vengeance. 

Goodg. La you, wife, you ſee what 'tis to trouble a 
man in his meditations; pr'ythee, let him alone; he's not 
mad, I warrant thee. | 

Thernt. With hope, a half-penny,. and a lamb's-ſkin. 
Eproteſt, I never pleaſed myſelf better. Let me lee, y 
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a 5 day is this? O, Monday. I ſhall love Monday's vein, to 


. poetize, as long as I live, for this trick. 
+ | CGoodg. Good ſpeed, good fellow. 
* Thornt. Ha! who is that? O, I thank you, le- 
men; if I have good ſpeed, III do good deeds the ſooner. 
| Your ſufferance a little, I beſeech you; then will I build 
ſome famous monument. 
Zt Rand. Thou buildeſt i th' air, I think: Pr'ythee, what 
countryman art? 
Thornt. Faith, fir, a poor Northumber land man; and yet, 
I tell ye, gentlemen, not altogether the 72 fellow, which 
vou behold me: Fortune may change: If you ſeek what I 
all be, 'tis infinite, and cannot be ſumm' d together. But, 
if you wou'd know my preſent ſtore, it is all ſumm'd on 
this tile-ſtone. I ſhall be very rich, that's certain; and 


this town of - Newcaſtle, muſt be the raiſing of my fortune; 
fi there I get ſervice, then are wealth, and treaſure, my 
: | ſervants. 


Goodg. And ſuch a ſervant, cannot want a maſter. But, 
pr'ythee, tell me, whence haſt thou theſe hopes? 


* | Thorns. Pray, fir, read that, then tell me your opi- 
nion. 

T Good. Pr'ythee, let's ſee it. 

; Go to Newcaſtle, take thy fate; 


Yet, e'er thou enter, count thy ftate : 

ff fervice, in that place, thou get, 

Thy wealth will riſe to infinite; 

And Thornton's name, in England, ſ an d 
The richeſt ſubje& in the land. 


Excellent, i' faith; and doſt thou believe all this? 
Thernt. As ſure as you live, fir; and all the world can- 
. not drive me from this opinion, but that I ſhall be a very 
rich man. 
= Gooag. I like thy confidence. How doſt defire to have 
employment? wilt thou go to ſea ? | 
= Thorns, Sea, or land; fire, or air: Let Newcaflle be m 
home, and ſome honeſt man my maſter : This halfpenny, 
and this millan needle, ſhail I multiply to a milſion of 


halfpence, 
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halfpence; and this innocent lamb's-ſkin, to a magnificent 
lordſhip. 


ſubject. Come, I'll give thee handſel; that's entertain- 
ment; my name is Gooagif?, a merchant of Newcaple, 
where thou deſireſt to ſerve. Give me thy hand; if J do 


live to ſee thee this rich man, I ſhall be proud to ſay, 1 


was thy maſter. 

Thornt. 1 am your ſervant, fir, and will be faithful. 

Goodg. Obey me then, at firſt, as I'll imploy thee. Thou 
ſhalt to fea; I ſee thou wilt be thrifty, Come hither, 
George ; take him a ſhipboard with thee ; change his ap- 
parel ſtrait, and make him handſome : I begi 7 well to 
reliſh his plainneſs, that I am half perſuaded of his hopes. 
How ſay'ſt thou, wife? 

Wife. Nay, nay ; he bid me kiſs his breech, by'r lady; 
but that's no matter, huſband, ſeeing, I ſee his fortunes 
are ſo hopeful, he ſhall have my liking. Come hither, 
Thornton ; fince thy maſter ſends thee out to ſea, there's 
ſomething for thee to begin thy ſtock with ; and, if thou 
double it, Pll ne er grudge, i ; 
me, when thou art a rich man. 

Goodg, Ha, ha. — She's confident already. 

Rand. So ſhall I ne'er be, till I fee it, K. 

Goodg. Well, well, do as I bid thee, George; under thy- 
ſelf, let him have charge of all. 

; George. How will he put off theſe commodities he has, 
ir? 

Thornt. Tuſh, tuſh, PI] have an out- cry fellow, George ; 
for ſo I take it, fir, your name is now. 

George. Why, what's thy lamb's-ſkin good for ? 

Thornt. Marry, muff, fir. 

Wife. Thou f. 


it, to line my muff withal. 


Thornt. And you ſhall ha't miſtreſs; it has been lain 


dead on my hands, a great while, and now it ſhall be dead 


on yours; only this, ſweet maſter, I muſt intreat you, that, 
Seer I enter the town, I may hang up this writing here: 1 


doubt not, ſir, but, at my coming home, I ſhall be able to 
have it cut in ſtone. : | 
Good. 


aith, ſo thou'lt remember 


ayſt true, indeed, Thornton, and III pur- 
chaſe it of thee ; for that purpoſe PII give thee a groat for 


8 
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| 


Goodg. Stay there, I pr'ythee; tis wealth enough for a 4 
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Goode. Agreed, agreed ; an honeſt motion. How now, 
who's this comes here ? | 
| Enter Grim. 
Wife. Tis Grim the Collier, is it not, brother? 


Rand. O yes, ſiſter, the main over-ſeer of all my coals ; 
I warrant you, his head's more troubled too, than Thornton's 


was, to count his hoped-for wealth ; and mark how wiſely 


he proceeds about it. 

Grim. Let me ſee now; firſt, five hundred chaldron of 
coals, at ten groats a chaldron, that is, in coals and money 
ten groats, and ten groats, is twice ten groats: Then t 
twice ten out of two times ten, and there remains four times 
ten: Five ſcore chaldron, at ten groats a coal, comes to five 
ſhillings : Then take me thirty coals, out of thirty chaldron, 
and put them together, and there's the whole voyage 
ſo, thirty chaldron of coals, comes to five chaldron of 
angels. | 

Gre, O rare! he multiplies bravely. 

Rand. I told you what a reck'ning he wou'd make 
on't. 

Grim. Then to caſt how many four pence halfpennies 
there are in a chaldron of angels: Let me ſee, take half a 
chaldron out of a whole chaldron, and there remains — No, 
no, this is not the way; I muſt begin lower: A chaldron of 
angels, if you take nothing out, there remains ſomething. 
This is the honeſt way for a ſervant, when he caſts up his 
maſter's reckonings, to take nothing out, and then the whole 
ſtock remains untouch'd till. 

Rand. Ay, marry fir, Ilike that well. Why, how now, 
Grim, what art thou doing ? = 

Grim. I cry you mercy, maſter : I am even doing my 
good will to make your accounts right, fir. There is five 
hundred chaldron of coals, leaving the river, and ſhipp'd 
away: They'll be ſea- ſick to-morrow. = 

Rand, How many for London, Grim ? 

Grim. Three kundred chaldron, fir. 

Rand, And whither go the reſt ? 

Grim. Twas purpoſed they ſhou'd have gone to Vin- 
chefter ; but it is thought, ſince 2 Danes came thither, they 

have 


| | * 
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baue little need of ſea-coal, every place is fo hot; they ſay, 
a taylor burnt his Food and * fire came near him. 
EKand. That's ſtrange. Well, Grim, bid them alter their 
courſe for I Incheſter; bid them put in at Lyn, and Tar- 
mouth, and let London be the fartheſt of their journey, until 

theſe wars afford us better ſafety. 2 2 | 

Grim. Alas! maſter! if you ſtow up your ſhips, you may 
een hang up your colliers, for they'll ſtarve a die, if 
they come above ground once. You have ſeven ſcore pits, 
and feven hundred luſty colliers daily digging in them, and 
if they come above ground once — What, Thornton, my old 
acquaintance! How is't, how 15't, man? 

Thornt. Never better, i' faith. 

. Goodg. Doſt thou know him? 

Grim. Better than the taylor that made his doublet : 
Know Thernton, the famous needle-maker of Northumber - 
land? there's not a beggar that carries a patch about her, 
but knows him. All our colliers buy needles of him, for 
the ſame purpoſe. Many a night has he lain in the cellar- 
age, amongſt —— Thornton, how many eggs have you 
zoaſted at our fire, in the coal-pits? | 
. Thorne. Thou poſeſt me now, i' faith, Grim , I have been 
infinitely beholding to thee, and when I am a rich man, 
here's my hand, III requite it. 

Grim. I had rather thou would'ſt ſet a certain day to do 
it. Doſt thou think to be rich by pedlar's eggs, and 
tamb's-ſkins ? 

Thornt. But I have other imployments now, Grim. 

Goodg. He is my ſervant, fir, and is already, by my beſt 
liking, voyaging to ſea. 

Grim. Does he go a- foot, fir? 

_ Goodg. Sirrah, -ſirrah : He is a venturer too; and when 
you ſee his ſafe return again (with wealth) from ſea, you'll 
make legs to him. 3 

Grim. How, legs to him? I ſcorn him, and his lamb's- 
ſkins. No, fir, Thornton muſt remember, I am controller of 
the coal-pits, and that many a night I have committed him 
to the hole, and there he lay forty fathom deep, beneath 
me, where I cou'd have buried him alive, if I had thought 
on't. Make legs to hm? 


Goodg. 
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Goodg. Come, come, fir, we'll have you friends at part- 
ing. Go, George, follow my directions, and let Thornton 
have that imployment I preſcribed to you Come, fir, you | 
ihall firſt erect your character, according to your mind, at 
the town's end, to keep a record of your ent*rance in. 
Thornt. With hope, a halfpemy, and a lamb's-ſkin. 
That's all, fir. + 5 
. Grim. Ha, ha; a brave rich man, I promiſe you. 
[ Exeart. 
Enter Erkiwald,. and Alvred 


Ek. Is thy name Eldred? | 

Aly. Yes, my good lord. 
Egk. Thou art my priſoner ſtill, and we have power 
O'er all thy lite and fortunes. 

Mv. I ſtill confeſs it, fir. 5 

Erk, "Tis well. Canſt thou gueſs then, why my love 
Extends itſelf ſo lineally towards thee ? 2 
Thou know ſt, that, even from death, I have advanced thee, 
And truſt thee with my ſecrets, requires thy aid 
Thy ſubtle and quick brain, can better forge 
Matter of fair diſcourſe, than mine can be. 
The bright Eqgina, thou muſt court for me. : | 
In peace, and war, ſhe has been ſtill my aim: | | 
For her, the tedious night I do beguile, | 
With ſerious thoughts of her divinity; 
And, watching till the midnight chimes be paſt, 
Have waked again, before the village cock l 
Had call'd the plowman to his early labour. nf | 
Go, plead my love; yet, e'er thou go, here ſwear | 
Never to injure me, in this diſguiſe, | 
Nor, with ſcarian wing, to ſoar too high. 

Au. I were a villain to betray your truſt, 
Being ſo meritleſs of your great — 


And, therefore, vow, by all that man may ſwear by, 
I'll be as true to you, in this employment, | 
As truth 1s to the juſt. 

Erk. Thou haſt ſaid enough; I leave is to thy truſt — 
Go, return, and make me happy; there's gold for TE 
5 fy it. 

C2 Alu. 
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Alu. Fortune, I ſee, thou now, art blind, and fooliſh, 
And, without aim, directeſt thy giddy ſhafts. 
Thele gifts thou giveſt to me, which I deſpiſe. 
Tis England's peace, that I would live to court 
But ſhe is fled, and I a captive prince, | 
Slave to my mortal foes, *till time releaſe me, 
That once I may re-greet my Engliſh friends, 
Which, long e' er this, I know, have wiſh'd my preſence, j 
To join our forces, for our country's freedom. 


Enter Elgina. 


But here ſhe comes, whom I muſt plead for love ; 
My faith is paſt, and were ſhe beauty's queen, 
Nay, half the world her dowry, I wou'd not wrong 
The truſt I have received: I'll court her for him, 
And plead my maſter's love. 
Eg. Who's there, Eldred ? FE 
Av. Your pardon, beauteous . princeſs; I muſt woo 
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Elg. But PI! prevent you, fir, for PIl woo you. 
Ato. For noble Erkinwald, my warlike — f 
All love from him —— | 
Egg. Is nothing, like to thee, | 
That conquereſt love. 1 
Alu. You do amaze me, lady. 
Elg. Be not afraid. ” 
But tell me bcIdly, could you love a maid 
"That, for thy ſake, wou'd be a preſident, 
And teach all women, a new way to win 
The often wiſh'd deſires of ſtubborn men: 
In me, you ſhall obſerve a patience, duty, 
Tender care, and fear; by thy bright eyes, 
Pll teach the conſtant turtle truer love, 
And make the nuns, at Veſta's altar, ſwear, 
The virgin ſtate, is not ſo ſtrict to move. 
And cannot you yet ſay, you mean to love ? 
Alv. Beſhrew me, 5 but you tempt me much, 
Pray give me leave to ponder in my mind. — 
Ha! my vow's not broke yet; for I woo not her: YN 
That was my oath, ſure; and, I think, there's no man 


That 
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Yet. well may'ſt thou be fiſter to 
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That can withſtand the wooing of a woman. 
Fond fool! how quickly youth, and blood, transform! | 
| | © art, 
Alu. Deareſt lady, there is but one thing in the . 
That bars, and you have brought it with you;. 
| Elg. O me! what ſhould it be! alas! dear youth. 
Be it my heart, III pull it out, ſo thou wilt love. 
Atv. O gracious princeſs, tis your royal blood, 
So near ally d unto the great Canutus, ogy 
Keeps me at diſtance ; were out ſtates made even, 


My love ſhould be as ſtrong as zeal to heaven. 


Therefore, imperial maid — 

Elz. No more; my ſoul !' Z 
We will diſpence with birth, and empty titles: 
Uſe love with truth ; I will invent a plot 
Shall both ſecure. I crave but this, my Elared, 
That thou be true of faith : For, by my life, 

I. love thee, with my true immortal ſoul! 

Alv. And, ſince I ſee your paſſions are unfeign'd, 
I vow, not only to requite your love, 
But with effected, and ſincere intents, a 
To crown your wiſhes, though it work my ruin. 

Eg. Our faiths, and hearts, are one then: Cupid's wings, 
Can crown mean births. with joy; make ſlaves of kings. 
Knew Erkinwald my heart, he'd change with thee, 

And be thy flave, to have command oer me. 
Lend me thine ear in private. 


Enter Erkinwald, behind. 


Erk. Ha! what! ſo cloſe! I'll hear their conference. 
Win her, and gain thy freedom, love, and honour: 
Ha! that kiſs! death and hell! ſhe kiſſeth him. 
v. Nature's divinity is in thy looks, 
And he an atheiſt ſees thee, and not loves. 
Should Erk/nwald now ſee it, I wou'd love thee, 
Though, for each kiſs, I had a ſeveral torture. 
Elg. So bigh I prize thee, by this virgin kiſs. — - © 
Erk. Yet you make ſhift to reach him with your lips. 
Degenerate princeſs! I ſuſpect thy birth: | 
hy brother; 
; | 
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For, great Canutus' blood runs low as thine, 
And, love-ſick, doateth on an Engliſh nun. 
A. Then you reſolve to fly. 
Eg. Heaven knows I do. | 
Erk. Here's one will ſtop your journey. Thunder part pe! 
Lig. Ha! O me! unfortunate! 
Alu. Fear not, madam. See here I ſtand, my lord. 
Erk. A perjured villain. 
| Alu. That tongue lies that ſpeaks it. — 
| Hear = 3 I courted for thee, with my beſt of 
| , 
And 2 faith as firm as adamant, 
Till fate, that rules all love, o'er- ruled her ſo, 
That ſhe became a ſuitor for my love. 
Erk. Pll have that heart ſhe loves. — Be thine accurſt. 
Elg. Sheath up thy ſword, and hear me, Erkinwald: 
What ſhall I give thee to renounce my love ? 
| Erk. As much as thou would'ſt give t' attain Elizium, 
Show'd not avert my love from theſe fair eyes; 
Zove's thunder, or eternal miſeries, 
hall never ſo transform me. 
Eg. I cannot love thee. | 
Erk. Fl remove the cauſe. Die villain ! 
Thou haſt ſeen ſlaves die, when their lords have laugh'd, 
Come, run on my weapon ; this is princely favour. 
Els. See, on the earth, thy ſovereign's ſiſter kneels, 
To beg thy pity. — 20 
Ert. Nought but love can purchaſe. 
. Elp. Yet have mercy ; the fault in love was thine 
Thou didſt betray me, when I ſaw him firſt : 
| And, villain thou, if thou but touch his life, 
| The great Canutus ſhall revenge my wrongs, 
; For, after him, Elgina will not live. 5 
| Alv. Do not debaſe yourſelf, for my poor life | 
I dare his worſt, my love is conftant ſtill; 
| More reſolute to die, than thou to kill. 
| Ert. Tis worthy praiſe z then ſee, behold thy death. 
| Alv. With open eyes, as I wou'd view her ſtate, | 
| And, like a man, thus I purſue my fate. 1 
[ [They fight; Elgina goes between them, Erkinwald | 
[ kill her. | 1 
i Ex. ; 
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Eig. Hold, hold. Oh! I am ſlain; farewel, dear 
friend : | 
The loſs of thee, is tyranny in death, 
And death a dream, ſo thou but cloſe mine eyes. 
295 Chaſte love is born in heaven, and never dies. 
Ert. Amazement to my ſoul! O my Elina! O! Fam 
moſt accurſs d 
fl Alv. For which I'll be revenged; thus heaven is juſt. 
9 (Kili him. 
of - 8 Erk. Baſe villain, thou haſt flain me: 
Alu. Tis thy fate; farewel. : 
Oh! pure, unſpotted maid ! unhappy . 
This hand ſhall keep thy will, and cloſe thine eyes; 
Let thy foul Jy, r here thy murderer hes 
Dead at my foot, and, I with thee, could die, 
Were my poor country free from miſery. 
War calls me to the field. Oh! my Elginaf} 
; Autumn is on thy cheeks, the roſe is wither'd, 
And thou look'ſt like the alabaſter ſtatue : 
Upon thy lips, I print this parting kiſs, 
And, flying from thee, leave all earthly bliſs. Exit. 


Enter Harold, Oſrick, and Captains. 


Har. Ofrick, we hear Thetford is up in Norfok. 
Ofr. All-Bxglana, ſure, will mutiny, 
If thus the king neglect his hopeful conqueſt, 
By doating on a fooliſh woman's beauty. 
Har. Never was man in love bewiteh'd hke him; 
He will not ſuffer ſpeech, or any counſel, 
That may diſſuade from her: He bars his fight 
From any but the min, and his looſe panders. 
Ha! what ſight is this! the brave duke Erkinwall, 
And the princeſs murder'd! this ſight wou'd fad 
> Even tyranny itſelf, draw tears from tygers, 
| And make wonder dumb. 
Oh! great Canutus, what portents are theſe ! 
& This heavy curſe lights on thy luſt, and eaſe. 
Thy ſiſter, and thy beſt of friends, are lain, 
And ſafety, now, is frighted from thy throne. 
j] | © Convey this ſpectacle of grief aſide, J 
And let a guard purſue the murderer, 2 
a , 


P 
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1 il hie me to the king, and there relate | $ ö 
0 This heart-break tydings, of their cruel fate. ZEreunt. 


Banquet. Enter king Canutus. 


Can. She is an angel in the ſhape of woman, 
Chaſter than Diana, colder than Freezland ſnow, 
And yet ſhe burns me: If I miſs her now, 
My death. muſt be the period. of my love. 
Go, let thoſe jewels, cates, perfumes, and muſick, 5 
Be all produced together; in one ſcene. | 
Unite all raptures, let's have nothing ſcant; 
That ſhe may feel, at once, the birth of love. 


[Mypk. 
Strike heavenly mufick, with a tuneful ſtrain, i 
And, with thy raptures, ſwell her to deſire. 


Enter Carteſmunda, and Ofrick. 


The ſtar appears. Welcome, Canutus ſoul ! 

Cart. My ſenſes are intranced ; or do I dream? 

O! let me back return, to hide my ſhame. + 
Gan. O ſtay, divineſt ſoul ! hear me but ſpeak. | 
Cart. O! I have loſt my ſenſe with thele inchantments. | 

My powers are uſeleſs, but mine eyes, to weep ! | 
Can. Make not the earth too proud to drink thy tears, 

Leſt being ſubject unto me, her king, 

I force her to reſtore again thoſe pearls, 

More rich than all the jewels of our crown. 

Gart. I am your ſervant, captive, vaſſal, worſe. 
Can. Thine eyes, upon my freedom, laid that curſe. 

If thou beſt mine, I do command thy heart. 

Where kings of ſubjects beg, let pity move. 

Cart. How can fo great a king, be weaknels' ſlaye ? ; 
Can. In doating of thoſe joys I ne'er ſhall have. | 
Cart. Men that love women once, no more endure 'em. 

In health, they loath the phyſick that did cure em. 
Can. When I neglect thy love, or touch thy life, f 

May all my battles prove unfortunate, - i 

And I loſe all the conquering Danes have gain'd, | 

And end my days with ſhame, and inward grief. 
Cart. Your words be regiſter'd, with hands divine : 19 

O keep your yow, great prince, for I break mine. 10 1 

. uſh 
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I bluſh to ſay, I yield, Tm wholly yours, 
A ſpotleſs virgin, now, is in your power: 
This kiſs confirms it. 

Can. And my ſoul to bliſs. 
Never did man meet more felicity. 
Run, vaſſals, run, prepare all ſweet delight, 
For Carteſmunda raiſes me to heaven. 


Enter Harold. 
England ſhall ſleep in peace, harſh rugged war, 


* Shall fly to climes remote, nor bruiſe our plains: 
Thuy arms, ſhall be my arms, thy Bed, my tent. 


Har. Defend me, heaven! how is this king transform'd! 


| My news is not ſo ſad, as is this ſight. 


Can. Who's there? Harold? what news? 

Har. The Engliſh princes, mighty ſovereign, 
Seeing your highneſs thus forſake the field, 
Threaten freſh war, and England will be loſt. 

Can, I here poſſeſs all good that England holds; 
All conqueſt, in theſe arms; Canutus folds, 

Haſt thou more to (ay ? 

Har. Yes, but with grief, my lord; 

The fair E gina, your beauteous ſiſter, 

And the only one that made her ſex admired, 

Is ſlain, great king. | 8 
Can. Eve me this bracelet ; I have begg'd it long. 
Har. And noble Erkinwald lies murder d too. 

Had you, my lord, as I, beheld that ſight, 

The tyranny of death, had, ſure, amazed you. 
Can. What does he talk on? 

Cart. Do you not mark, my lord: 

He ſays, your ſiſter's dead. 

Gan. Let her be bury'd then. 

Remove out of mine eye; thou fright'ſt my love. 

Some muſick there. . Carteſmunda, kiſs me. 

Go bid our ſoldiers hang their armour up; 

Fold up our enfigns, and unbrace our drums. 

England is conquer'd, all our wars are done; 


And all in this, that Garteſmunda's won. [ Exennt. 


Manet 


34 The Love · ſick KING. 
Manet Harold. 


Har. O ſtrange inchantment ! the ſad news I brought, 
Though now regardleſs, whileom, would have made 
His eyes ſtart from their orbs to hear of it. 
O fair Blgins / happy now th' art dead, 
And doſt not live, to ſee thy brother's folly. 
This is not now Canutus, nor his palace, 
But rather ſeems a Roman theatre, 
And this young Nero, acting comedies, 
With ſome light ſtrumpet, in bold ſcenes of Juſt. 
This change, with wonder, I behold, and ſee 
That love is powerful, o'er inferior things, 
When thus, to baſeneſs, it transforms great kings. | Exit, 
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Euter Grim, and Colliers, with barkets and ſacks. 


GR1Mm: 


.OME Bullies, fetch more coals, and aboard With $ 


em luſtily, ſhew yourſelves Newcaſtle men, not 
proud, but honeſt and humble, and ſuch as do not ſcorn to 
carry coals, 1 
O T warrant you, Mr. Grim, we'll ſend em going 
Nemcaſtle coals are hereticks, and muſt be burnt at Lon 
don. | 
Grim. You ſay well; we'll put em to water firſt, and 
then let em put fire in their tails afterward. 
[ E xeunt Colliers. 


Enter Randal. 


Rand. Well ſaid, Grim; I ſee thou art not idle. 

Grim. No, maſter; I am baily of your coal-pits, and 
your worſhip's benefactor. I will do what lies in a true 
ſervant. Seven hundred black Indians, or Newca ftle col- 


| hers, your worſhip keeps daily to dive for treaſure, — 


1 
; 
N 


hundred fathom deep, for you, and as they dig it up, PII 
We | | 


* Fame has outſtripp'd the wind that brought your ſhips, and 
tells us of a rich and proſperous voyage. PI! talk with your 


1 my honeſt merchant of millan needles: How haſt thou 
ſped in ” voyage? how didſt thou brook the ſea ? 
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ſend it out to your profit, 

Rand Tis well done, Grim; thy gains will one day be, 
a gentleman. 

Grim. A gentleman? Nay, I hope, one day, to pur- 
chaſe 2 lordihip, and all my colliers under me, ſhall be la- 
dies; for I maintain em with black maſks on their faces 
already : But do you hear, maſter? I hear there is ſome 
diſadvantage towards us, and it behoves us to look to't; 
they ſay, there are a new ſort of colliers crept up near 
London, at a place call'd Goydon, that have found out 2 
way, by ſcorching of wood, to make charcoals, and *tis to 
be fear d this may hinder our traffick, maſter. | 

Rand. How! to make coals of wood! art ſure *tis fo ? 
Grim. Moſt certain, fir; but never fear it, maſter ; 
Newcaſtle coals, ſhall 2 Croydon; we can give a chal- 
dron of ſea-coals, for a fack of charcoals. 

Rand. Thou ſay'ſt well, Grim; but I hear my brother's 
flip is return'd, with large advantage; I mean to fee him ; 
mean time, inſiſt upon thy care, good Grim. 

Grim. O ſweet maſter! let me go with you; I'd fain 
fee how Thornton, our needle-merchant, has ſped ; I doubt 
me, his lamb's-ſkm 1s turn'd to three ſheep's-ſkins, the 
wrong fide outward. 

Rand. Come, let's go; but ſee, they come to us. 


| Enter Goodgift, his Wife, Thornton, and George 


Goag. Now, brother Randal, how is it with you, fir? 
Rand. Glad, by the happy tidings of your news, ſir: 


factor, fir, and know your purchaſe. 
Goodg, Do, do; mean time, III talk with Thornton here, 


Grim. I think he was glad to pump over board. How 
ſay you, Thornton? | 
Thornt. Tuſh, tuſh, thou art a freſh-water fellow, 
Grim. 8 
Grim. A freſh- water fellow! O diſgrace to a collier! If 
ever I kill a whale, hand to hand, it thall be thee. 
| Gooag, 
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Goodg. Nay, good Grim. 

Grim. Mr. Goodgift, I pray, pardon me. Shall Grim 
the collier, that has been thus long controler of the coal- 
pits, chief ſerjeant of the celleridge, nay, the very demi- 


gorgan of the dungeon, be call'd a freſh-water fellow? 


Goodg. Quietneſs, I ſay ; we'll have no quarreling. 

Grim. I beſeech you, fir, let's both be let down into a 
coal-pit, five hundred fathom deep, and he that kills the 
other, ſhall be ſtifled with a damp ; and ſo you ſhall never 
be troubled to hang, nor bury us. 
. Gooag. Go to; I ay, PII have ye friends again. Come, 
ſhake hands. 

Grim. Never, unleſs I may call him iſe ; now at 
ſingle hand, fir. : 12325 | 

Gooag. Ay, ay, thou ſhalt. | | 

Grim. Thou? go thy ways; thou art a porpoiſe, and 
now I am friends with thee. | 

Goodg. So, ſo, tis well; and now, as I was ſaying, 
Thornton, what voyage haſt thou made to benefit thy hopes, | 
your halfpenny, and your lamb's-ſkn? My factor tells 
me here, thou haſt been careful, and diligent ; but to the 
wealth and greatneſs you expect, I yet hear hag rw. 

Wife. Ay marry, huſband, that's the news I look for ; 


fir, come, tell us, Thornton, how have you beſtow'd the 


money that I gave you ? 

Thornt. Faith, miſtreſs, as the reſt ; my full ſtock to 
ſea, you, and my good friends, gave, was five ſhillings; 
and putting in at Preſton, for freſh water, I turn'd it there 
into ſix tun of iron; one of which tuns, I have already 
ſold unto an anchor-ſmith, here in Newcaſtle, for four 
pound; the reſt, if I put off ſo well, will multiply my ſtock 2 
moſt richly, miſtreſs. 

Gooag. Tis well; but far from hope of wealth, and | 
lordihips, Thornton. | 

Rand.. Yet that, re-multiply'd again, good brother, 
may help his halfpenny, and his lamb's-ſkin, ſomewhat. 

Goodg. Well, well, Thornton, th' art welcome home, how- 
ever; ſo art thou, George: Go, ſee the ſhip unladed ; we'll 

o before, and view the ware-houſes. 

Fadt. I ſhall, fir. 

Gooag. Come, brother, will you go? 


Rand, 


* 
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Rand. Yes, fir ; you'll quarrel no more, if we leave 
you together now ? 
Grim. No, fir; I mean to borrow ſome money of him, 


now. 
Rand. That's not his way to thrive, Look to him, 
Thornton. [ Exeunt. 


Manet Thornton, and Grim. 


Grim. I warrant you, maſter, we'll agree well enough. 
Ah, firrah — mr. Thornton, you have got ſix tun of iron al- 
ready; you muſt take heed now, that you fall not into 
fome crafty iron-monger's hand, to deceive you of your 
whole ſtock. Look to't; they are hard dealers, that deal 
in iron: If you be gulPd, remember what Martin ſaid to 
his man, o the fool now? 

Thornt. Tuſh, Grim; look there, man; my whole ſtock 
lies not in iron; a little ſtock I borrow'd of my fellow 
George, at ſea, and with it, I have purchaſed theſe 

arls. 

"ow Pearls ! pr'ythee, tell me true; are they pearls, 
i“ faith? 

Thornt. Pearls? ay, and precious ones too, I hope. 

Grim, Ha, ha, good oyſter pearl ; worth twelve pence a 
pound, I think. 

Thornt. No matter, man, I cannot loſe by them, how- 
ſoever; they coſt me little: I have ſent for a goldſmith a 
purpole, to know the certainty. 


Enter a ſmith. 


Grim. That's well; and, in the mean time, here comes 
your firſt chapman. How now, good man, Iron-fift, why 
do you puff and blow ſo? | 

mith. O! mr. Thornton, I'm &en out of breath, with 
ſeeking you — Unleſs you ſtand my friend, I ſhall be un- 
done for ever. | 

Thornt. Why, what's the matter, man? 

Smith. Your iron, fir, your iron, that I bought of you, 
is not the metal I took it for; *twill do me no good, fir 
there will not a nail be hammer'd out of it; when I heat 
it, it melts, and when *tis coid again, it bends like lead; 
and if it lie on my hand, I am undone for ever: I heſeech 

you, 
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you, ſir, take it again, though I loſe ten ſhillings ? th 
price I paid for't. 


T hornt. Nay, I muſt not riſe by hurt of any man: I'll 


take't again, and thou ſhalt loſe no penny. I pr'ythee, 

let me ſee't; is this a part on't ? 

Smith. Ay; for here's the end of one of the bars; the 
reſt piece of iron 1 e' er hammer'd on. 

Thornt. Well, leave this with me, and bear the reſt home 
to my maſter's ware-houſe ; thou fhalt ſuſtain no loſs; 
thou ſhalt have thy money. 

Smith. I thank you, fr 3 PII bear it back again; and 
my wife, that yet curſeth you moſt terribly, ſhall pray for 
you moſt horribly. | 

Thornt. This 1s ſtrange ! my great venture turn'd to no- 
thing now ! ; 

Grim. Faith, mr. Thornton, and your pearls prove no 
better than your iron, you were beſt turn merchant of 
tamb's-{kins again. 

Enter a Goldſmith. 


T hornt. Well, I know the worſt on't, Grim, ſee, here 
comes the goldſmith that I ſent for: If my pearls prove as 
bad as my iron, I am quite begger'd, i“ faith. 

Gol). Now, mr. Thornton, what's your buſineſs with 

me s 

Thornt. Your advice in theſe few pearls, fir, and I wou'd 
know the value of them. 

. Goldſ. They are fair and round; are they your own, 
ir? 

Thornt. Il anſwer the ſale of them. 

Goldſ. And have you any more of em, fir ? 

Thornt. Some thirty more, and far more orient than 
theſe are, too. 

Goldſ. PIl give you twenty pound for theſe two, at a 
venture, fir. 

Grim. You ſhall have Pearl, my dog, at that price, 
fi 


r. 
' Goldſ. What ſay you, mr. Thornton ? 

* Thornt. Twenty pound, fay you? there's ſome hope 
then towards my haltpenny, I ſee. — Come, fir, Pll make 
a raſh bargain ; you are my firſt chap man, and ſhall 1 * 
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firſt refuſal, both in the price of theſe, and all the eſt; 
and ſince you give me this good comfort, fir, pray let me 
trouble you a little further: You have good {kill in metals, 
fir ; pray, look on this; what metal ſhould this be? 

Golaſ. Let me ſee it, fir : Pl! tell you preſently. 
| He touches it with a touchflone. 

Grim. A beaſtly piece of iron tis; it came new from 
the forge ; old ron-fft, the ſmith, has been hammering, 
but he can do no good on't. 

Thornt. What think you, fir ? 

Goldſ. Ha! fore heaven, it touches fair! Have you any 
ſtore of this metal, fir ? | 

Thornt. Yes, fir, fix tun, I aſſure you; I bought it for 
good iron, but my ſmall ſkill has deceived me. 

Golaſ. You were well deceived, fir for it the reſt 
Of your fix tun, with this, in trial holds; 

You're now, the richeſt ſubject in the land. 

Thornt. Ha | gold! delude me not, I beſeech you, fir, 
let me believe you plainly : You have touch'd this piece, 
and this I'll give you to make good your word. 

Golaſ. Upon my life, I will; 'tis perfect gold; and for 
this wedge, I will refine it all to its pure luſtre, and your 
infinite profit. 

Thornt. I make that bargain with you; this piece is 
your's; and ſince you give theſe hopes, I pray, conceal it, 
and meet me at the ware-houſe, there Pll ſhew you the 
full fix tun I ſpake of, and confer. 

Golaſ. I will attend you, and wiſh you health; for you 
have wealth enough to make you happy. [ Exit. 

Thornt. I have a thankful heart to heaven for't ; that's 
my comfort Why, how now, fellow Grim, how ſtand'ſt 
thou, man ? 

Grim. Six tun of gold! O! that I durſt but embrace 
you, mr. Thornton ! | 
 Thornt. Tuſh, man, I pr'ythee do: Ill ne'er forget 
myſelf, nor thee : I am honeſt Thornton, and thou honeſt 
Grim. | 
Grim. Poor Grim the collier, fir, but II never be your 
worſhip's equal; you ſhall be triumphant mr. Thornton; 
— I, poor Grim, your honeſt friend, and quondam 
allow. 
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Thornt. Come, come, no more of this; help me to caft 


my venture, honeſt Grim. Six tun of gold! 


Grim. Moſt right, fir. 

_— Three pound an ounce, is threeſcore pounds a 
pound. 

Grim, And that's horrible uſury for your worſhip. 

Thornt. Nay, nay, no worſhip, good Grim; this is 
heaven's bleſſing, thrown on a poor man's head. 

Grim. Wou'd I were thrown into a coal-pit, with ſuch 
a bleſſing on my back. 

Thornt. Nay, pr'ythee, let's reckon further, three pound 


an ounce, and threeſcore a pound, is full ſixteen thouſand 


pound a tun ; and doubling that to fix times fix, comes 
near to forty hundred thouſand pounds ; almoſt four 
millions. ; 

Grim. O lord, fic! is not that better than twenty millan 
needles that your lordſhip had wont to ſell amongſt the col- 
hers; and when you came to Newcaft/e, as your writing ſays, 

Here did Thornton enter in, 

With kope, a halſpenny, and a lamb ain. 

Thernt. True, true, good Grim, and I ſhall ne'er for- 
get it. i 
Grin. O! that my mother had lapp'd me in a lamb's- 
{kin, the firſt hour of my begetting ! for, now I ſee, there 
is no luck to a lamb's-ſkin: Six tun of gold at one pur- 
chaſe, and beſides all this, your highneſs does forget the 
pearls too. 

Thernt. Nay, nay, no titles, Grim, *tis all heaven's bleſ- 
ting ſtill. 

Grim. Tis true, fir, and I think your majeſty's the 
Ticheſt man 

Thornt. Away, away; thou'lt ſpeak treaſon anon, Grim. 
'The wealth I have, I ſee, is infinite ; and be thou ſecret, 
and conceal a while, and I'll reward thee with large re- 
compence. 


Enter Smith. 
Grim. I am your vaſſal, fir, and will be obedient to 


your excellence in all things, But ſee, the foolith ſmith is 


return'd to ſee you. 
Thornt. 
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. Thornt. 4 — be ſilent. How now, honeſt ſmith, 
haſt thou ſent home the iron? 13 i 

Smith. O yes, fir; I thank heaven, I have rid my hands 

of it ; you have made me a man, Mr. Thornton ; my houſe 


is quiet, my wife ſilent +I have carry'd' home your leaden 


iron — return me my ſilver back again, and my wife, and 
I, ſhall pray for you, when you are dead, and rotten, 

Thornt. Well, fir, with all my heart. — I received four 
pounds: Look you, fir, there tis; all your full ſum to a 
penny. | 

Smith. Sweet Mr. Thornton! ſhall I not give you four 
pots for all this kindneſs, pray, fir? tis fit I ſhould loſe 
ſomething. 

Thornt. No, no, I am ſatisfy'd. | 
Grim. Do you hear, ancient Font, the old ſmith of 
Newcaſtle, I can tell you one thing, if the almanack, or 
era- pater, be true, you'll hang . yourſelf, e're to-morrow 
morning. | 

Smith. How | hang myſelf ! 

Thornt. Nay, pr'ythee, Grim; thou wilt diſcover all, 
Mon. : FFS 

Grim. No, I warrant you, ſir; I do it but to work a 
little profit. Do you hear, ſmith, what ſhall I give you 
for the aſhes, and rubbiſh, that came off that 90 iron, 
that you refuſed now? ꝰ - va 

Smith. How !"the:aſhes! marry, I mean to ſweep em 
out of my ſhop, when I come home, i faith, for fear they 
infect the reſt; - What wilt thou do with em? 

Grim. That's all one; let me have all the aſhes, and 
the pieces, you broke off that bar, you brought to Mr. 
Thornton, and I'Il give thee five ſhillings. 

Smith, Five ſhillings! Til not be ſaid to gull you, Mr. 
Grim, but an you'll ge me a groat, ready money, th' are 
yours. | 
Grim. A bargain. + There's your groat. 

Smith. — aſhes, and — of iron, are 
your's, fir. % 240% 07 ant 

Grim. Bear witneſs, Mr. Thornton: Come, L'Il go fetch 
'em preſently ; you had beſt make haſte; your diſmal day, 
is to-morrow ; you know what I told you; and, unlets 
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| you rid yourſelf of em quickly, you will hang yourſelf, 
| that's certain. | Faun, 


- 
* 


Manet Thornton. 


Thbernt. Ha! have my hopes O ertaken me ? think on't, 
Thornton, and thank heaven for't. Here, at New- 
caſtle, firſt, | | 

In low eſtate, did Thornton enter in, 

With hope, a halfpenny, and a lamb's- Kin, 

And now my large accounts, of wealth, ſcarce told, 

I keep poſſeſſion of ſix tun of gold. 

The bleſling's ſtrange ; and I muſt now reſolve 

To tie my vows, to my auſpicious fate, 23 

Leſt the world curſe, and heaven call me ingrate. 

To make, of this, my gold, a houſhold Re 

Were mere idolatry ; no, it ſhall fly abroad. 

Newcafile, to thy good, large ſums of love 

My promiſe oweth, which Pll pay, and prove: 

To grace thy fame, Tl dend thy ground, 

And build a wall that ſhall embrace thee round. Exit. 


Muſick. Enter Carteſmunda, and aiſcovereth Canutus 
n aſleep; Olrick, attendants. 


Cart. That muſick is too loud; tread ſoftly, firs : 
How ſweetly, in his ſleep, Canutus looks 
Fil now, not 2 uno z keep thy Fove. 
Here lies the ſoul of Carteſmunds's love. 
Now, by this kiſs, Ganztas, I do love thee; 
Thou need'ſt not dream it; fy, ſluggard, fr: 
Beſhrew the god of dreams; what, did he fright thee ? 
Or art thou fighting of ſome battle now, F 
Wherein, thou ſee'ſt me taken priſoner, 
And ſtart'ſt with fear of that? there's nothing elſe 
That could affright thee, though it came like thunder ; 
For thou wert made for arms, and' for theſe arms : 
And yet; thy ſword, Canntus, did not win me. 
I ſaw theſe eyes, when I refuſed to love tee, 
Begin to loſe their ſplendor, and, in tears 
Drown their neglected brightneſs. ' 1 
I have ſeen this face half dead, 
When I have frown'd upon't ; 


And, 
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And, with my ſmiles, life has return'd again. 
Go, go, 7 wanton ; by this kiſs, LIl beat you: 
Can. How now, my. {weet ! 
Curt. Art thou awake, my love? then I am well: 
Can. Well, Carteſmunda, ſleep, and I will watch. 
As careful as the watchful Pelican 
Stands by her tender young; give me a kiſs. 
Potent as Bacchus, to raiſe appetite, 
And let's go ſleep together; 11 get a boy 
Upon thy youth, he ſhall be king, 
And half the world ſhall be his dower. 
| [ Knocking within 
Who's that knocks ſo rudely for his death? 


Enter Hoffman. 


Hoff. It is duke Harold, ſir, intreats acceſs. 
Can. He does not chuſe his time well. Let him in. 


Enter Harold. 


Oſr. The king is angry, fir. 
Har. Angry, ſay'ſt thou? holy ſaints defend us! 
H' has foes enough to vent his ſpleen upon, 

And not to ſhrowd himſelf thus from his friends. 
Moſt mighty prince. 
Can Riſe, Harold; we cou'd chide you; but, go on. 

Har. Pardon my ſpeech, my lord, it is my duty; 
And I muſt needs make bold to tell your highneſs, 
You are no ſoldier, but a love-ſick prince; 
And while you dally out your days 1n love, 
The Engliſh, all, are raiſing head againſt you; 3% 
The garriſons that kept Norsbumberland, are chaſed” as far 

as Tork: 

Two thouſand Danes dy' d in that bloody ſlaughter : 
And now, thoſe warlike princes, join their forces, 
And ſeek you forth. 

Can. Fetch me ſome wine; 
We'll drink to all their deaths that dare diſturb us. 
Carteſmunda, thou ſhalt ſweetly pledge me. 
Thus, in this wine, we'll waſh away all care 
My pleaſures, and my conqueſt, all are here. 
Come, pledge me, ſweet. 


| 
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Har. The duke of Thetford's forces, raiſed in Norfoll, 
Have quite expulſed the Danes ;- the Engliſb nobles, 
Bound to your ſtate, by conqueſt, and by oath, 
Forſake allegiance, and, with ſound of drums, 
Proclaim prince 4lvred the Engliſh king. 

Will nothing move him, to awake his foul, 

And rouze him from this 8 of love? 
Regard the omens that diſtract this iſle —— 

A blazing comet threatens from the north : 

The royal queen of rivers, ſtately Thames, 

Held back her flowing tide;. a Gay and night. — 
The ſacred fane, that girt the holy runs, 

E half conſumed with a brand from heaven. 
Millions of trees, by whirlwinds, are thrown down,. 
And groaning mountains, in their bowels, feel 
The griping winds, that tear their entrails up, 
And lay their heads beneath their trembling baſe. 

Can. So would it hap, were all the world engraved ; 
And, were it ſo, did my fair love ſurvive, 

Her eyes wou'd new create another world. 
Har. Prophane, and impious love-deluded king 


[ Aſiat. 


Can. But what are all the elements to love? 
Har. Let riſing dangers, that give omens prcof, 
Rouze up your ſoul to the loud voice of War! 
The cutting pole-ax ruſt, tor want of uſe, 
And weeping Moden, our ſtem god of war, 
Stands without worſhip, and his prieſts forgot. 
Can. What ſays my beauteous queen, my Carteſmunda? 
Har. You ſee, my lord, he's careleſs, 


And neither minds us, nor his perſon's ſafety. 


Or. Moſt royal fir, what order for your forces? 
Can. Let's have ſome myuſick. ' | 
Come, Carteſmunda, we'll dance out half this day, 
And that being done, we will to ſleep again. 
Why, when ye ſlaves? do your ſouls ſleep within you? 
Here's good muſick. | Dante. 
Har. So was the warlike drum and trumpet once. 
Great Hardi ute, the glory of the Danes! 


Thy ſon plays now the king. 


Enter 
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Enter a Captain. 
Capt. Hail, mighty king! 
Can. Thunder to thee, Ha! can we not be private? 
Capt. Alas! my liege, my news is of importance. 
Can. So is my pleaſure, ſlave; avoid our preſence, 
Thou, and the reſt, that come to fill our ears 
With tumults, and with bloody maſſacres, 
Fright'ning my heavenly love, for whoſe ſweet ſake, 
Let men fall thicker than the checquer'd leaves, 
The ſtern winds rend and raviſh from the trees, 


When yellow autumn turns them into gold: [ Flouriſtt. 
Be gone. Come, Carteſmunda, let's retire, 
We will not ſtir, were all the world on fire. [Excunt. 


Ofr. Is this the end of all our former conqueſts ? 
To be re-conquer'd now, with wine and women? 
Har. Ay, this is ſhe that bears ſo high a ſtroke; 
We dare not ſhake our heads, for fear we loſe em: 
If ſhe but dreams a dream that not delights her, 
Next morning there are ſome are ſure to bleed, 
Whoſe lot ſoe er it be. 
Oſr. Wou'd it were mine, my lords, 
So ſhe cou'd dream, and it wou'd come to paſs, 
The devil might fetch her. . 
Har. This twelve months, fir, he has not touch'd his: 
armour, 
Nor been i' th' field to chear his ſoldiers. 
Or. We now muſt make as great ſuit to ſee him, 
As if we begg'd for types of dignity: ; 
Capt. No more; I ſee your griefs, and all our ruins, 
It we keep filent thus. Til ſpeak to him, 
And venture life for ſuch a general good : 
I my plots fail, my tongue ſhall boldly ſpeak 
To touch his baſeneſs, though I loſe my head, 
PIl die, or win him from this ſtrumpet's arms. 
Fear not to ſecond me. 
Hir. Not I, were death aſſured; Pl firſt begin: 
A ſoldier's beſt fight, is, to beat down fin. 


Enter Canutus, and a guard. 


Can. Double my guards about her, I will prove 
There is no happineſs, on earth, but love. 


Capt. 
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Capt. Moſt mighty prince ! —— 
Gan. Audacious traytor, wherefore come'ſt thou to us? 
Did we not charge thee to avoid the preſence ? 
Capt. Your father, royal fir, knew me a ſoldier, 
And I have fought for you; yet, if you pleaſe, 
So-I may ſpeak, make me your humble martyr. 
Can. Slave, what would'ſt thou ſay? 
Can. That which my life ſhall prove 
You've loſt your conqueſt in a woman's love: 
Could you untie the vail Cupia has bound about your eyes, 
and forehead, 
You wou'd find ſhe were not all ſo fair as you eſteem her. 
Nature was never ſo partial to give te one 
To rob a million; arm but yourſelf, 
And lead your ſoldiers forth, to win another city, 
You ſhall find her beauty far out- ſtripp'd; ſacred liege! 
If, like a young man, you take counſel ill, 
Deſtroy me quickly, it ſhall be my fame, 
I dy'd, to win you from a ſtrumpet's ſhame. 
2 Thou ft 
traitor, 
Go, die unpity'd ; though thou haſt my hate, 
Thou ſhalt not have the honour of my ſword 
To take away thy life. You, of our guard, 
See a baſe death perform'd upon this ſlave. 
Capt. Farewel, my liege, you once muſt have a grave. 
[Exit with guard. 
Har. My reſolution's firm, and I will ſpeak, 
Though hell ſhou'd gape to ſwallow me alive. 
What's he that's gone to death, my ſovereign ? 
Ean. A traitor, Harold, to my. beſt content. 
Har. O pardon, fir, your rage has loſt a man 
Of more true worth than all this nation holds : 
He was not of that ſtrain of counſellors, 
That, like a tuft of ruſhes, in a brook, 
Bends ev'ry way the current turns itſelf, 
Yielding to every puff of appetite 
That comes from majeſty ; but, with true zeal, 
He faithfully declared the grief of all : 
Pardon me, great Canutus, I muſt ſpeak, 
And let thy ſubject, on his knee, intreat. 


The 


ſpoke enough to damn thee, impudent 
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'The king'y lion yet to rouze his ſtrength, 
And chale thoſe Engliſh, that do only wound, 
Becauſe our reſcuer will not be found. | 
Can. Fond man, how dare'ſt thou check our appetite? 
Haſt thou forgot, our frown can ſtrike thee dead? 
Har. I know it, and willingly lay down my life, 
For, 'tis more honour, by thy wrath, to die, 
Than, living, to behold thy miſery; 
Which, ſure, is coming on. 
Can. Let it make haſte, 
We'll beat it back, with our triumphant hoſt. 
Har. You cannot, till you ſend that wanton henee : 
She has bewitch'd your ſenſes, mighty lord : 
Her treſſes, like to adamantine chains, 
Have let all heat, but love, out of your blood. 
When ſhe is gone, your valour will revive; 
But, while ſhe ſtays, fhe doth your ſtate conſume. 
Can. 4” 6h Go bid the captains meet me 1n the 
Tell *em, to-morrow early we'll come down ; 
And, in ſtrange kind, to all your eyes, we'll ſhew 
We can command ourſelf, as well as you. Away. 
Har. III do your will, and hope for good event. 
Exit. 
Can. There is no hell on earth, but diſcontent. 
I feel my blood grows chill, a ſudden qualm, 
In a deep Lethe, ſeems to drown my joys. 


Enter Carteſmunda. 


But, here comes ſhe, by whem thoſe thoughts are gone: 
Earth's happineſs ; at whoſe creation, 
Nature ſpent all her ſtock. Welcome, my love, 
To make our joys compleat, go deck thyſelf 
In all the richeſt gems my coffers yield: 
Wear all the jewels purchaſed with my crown, 
And outſhine Dian, in a robe of ſtars. 
Cart. For what, my lord? 
Can. To pleaſe mine eyes, 
And make all men admire thy radiency. |; 
Thy beauty ſhall out-brave the glorious fun, Flouriſh. 
And ſhine on all, as when the world begun. [ 78 
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REED TREES 


GT IV, 
Enter Randal, and his fiſter, in mourning. 


RANDAL. 


Y, ſiſter, weep no more; tis time to lay by grief, 
and, with the death of your late huſband, now bury 
your ſorrows. | 

Wife. Shou'd I forget, ſo ſoon, ſo good a huſband ? 

Rand. His goodneſs, was your good ; your late dead 
huſband has left you rich, and full executrix, to be over-ſeen 
by Mr. Thornton, whole care, I cannot paſs, without ſome 
note : For, though his wealth be raiſed to infinites, he not 
forgets a ſervant's love. 

Wife. Alas! good brother, I have woo'd him from it. 

Rand. How, ſiſter, have you woo'd him? 

Wife. Ay, from civility. Methinks, tis unmannerly in 
me, to ſee a man, ſo much in ſtate the better, to be ſo 
like a ſervant to me: I tell you, I have woo'd him 
from it. | 

Rand. I think it were better far, he woo'd you, ſiſter. 

Wife. Woo'd me! for what? 

Rand. For love, ſiſter. 

Wife. O ty, good brother: The very word wou'd wrong 
my huſband's grave. 
| Rand. Taſh, a woman's ſorrow has been in black to day, 
in green to-morrow, 

ife. Ay, but I am none of thoſe : No, no, I'll never 
marry. 

Rand. Come, you are fooliſh ; think upon him, ſiſter ; 
he's a rich man, I tell you: He's now the wealthieſt ſub- 


jet England hath. 
_ Wife. O, but my huſband! 


Rand. 


Toe Lge ING: 
Rand. Which of em? he that's gone, or this to come? 
Think of Mr. Thornton. | 
Wife. Alas! I am not his equal. | 
Rand. Tuſh, you were once his better; he's humble 


ſtill. 1 
Wife. Well, II ſpeak no more on't. 
Rand. Well, think on't tagen. 

Wife. Hey, ho: He's a very honeſt man, truly; and, 
had my huſband dy'd but two months ago, I might have 
thought on't. 

Rand. How fare you, ſiſter ? 

Wife. As a green widow, fir: Pray, if you ſee Mr. 
Thornton, (ay, Id ſpeak with him. 


Enter Thornton, and a workman. 


Rand. Are you there, i' faith, ſiſter? See, he's here, 
already. 

Thornt. Spare for no coſt, and ply the workmen hard; I'll 
pay em all; they ſhall not want for money: Have you 
taken the compaſs of the wall ? 

Vorm. We have, to a foot, fir. 
| Thoynt. How many towers of ſtrength may be erected, 
dividing each diſtance by a hundred paces ? 

Workm. *Tis caſt already, and the compaſs makes, 

A hundred fourſcore towers, to grace the battlements. 

Thornt. How high do you raiſe the walls? 

Workm. As you directed, fir, full a hundred foot. 

Thornt. Right ; and twelve in breadth ? 

Workm. Juſt ſo, fir ; twill be a pleaſant walk to view 
the town. . 

Thornt. So I wou'd have it ; and, therefore, from the 
higheſt, erect a battlement above the platform, four foot 


high a both ſides, both to ſecure, and make the place more 
pleaſant : See it raiſed ſo. 


Wirkm. I ſhall, fir. 

Wife. O, my dear huſband! 

Thornt. Why, how now miſtreſs ? 
Wife. O! Mr. Thornton, I never ſee you, but I think of 
a good huſband. | 


Rand. Ay, marry, ſiſter, that's a pretty caſt, 
| E Thorne. 


F + + Hf fs. Go LOW 1 
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| Theynt. Your pardon, I beſeech you, gentle miſtreſs: 
Your factor, and myſelf, have ſumm'd your ſtate, and find 
it clearly, all.your debts diſcharged, in compleat value, fit- 
teen thouſand pounds. wad MY 
Rand. Ha, ha, ſiſter, a good dowry to get a new, huſband, 
truſt me. 22 | DEN 4 
l iſe. No, no, ll never marry again; Pl! &en follo 
Mr. Thornton's rule; you fee he lives a batchelor. 
Rand. Sir, methinks, *twere good you took a wife, and 
ſo leave your own, to your own poſterity. 
| Thorne. In all, Pll take my miſtrefs's counſel Pray, . re- 
ſolve me; had Ia mind to marry, which, in your judg- 
ment, were the fitter, a maid, or widow ? * 
Wife. Truly, I think, a widowy fir; you may imagine, 
I may ſpeak ſome what in mine own flattery; but, alas ! 
tis a ſtate I ſhall not changngne 
Tis for your good; I ſpeak, in love, not hate, 
A widow, fir, will baſt ſecure your ſtate. 
Thorn. You counſel well, miſtreſs, and PI! think on't. 
Wife. The ſooner the better too, I can aſſure you; 
you'll find much comfort in't ; you may elect ſome young 
een thing, out of a maiden choice, that may be fury and 
troward ; ihe may pleaſe your eye a little, and other parts 
about you, but vex your heart, and be a gulph to ſwallow your 
eſtate : If you'll deal wiſely, (as I hope you will,) take me a 
widow, that knows how, and what to do; that has been 
ſeaſon'd in a huſband's uſage, and one that will obey, as 
vou ſhall honour : | | | 
He that will quietly lay down his head, 
Let him contract a 45 to his bed. 
And ſtill, I ſay, take me a widow, fir. 
Rand. Why, you ſay honeſtly, ſiſter. Do you under- 
ſtand her, fir? ſhe bids you take her a widow. 
Wife. You are merry, brother. 3 
Hornt. Nay, you ſaid fo, miſtreſs; ſpeak it again then, 


for, by my faith, were it not for two things, miſtreſs, I'd 


come à wooing to you. | 1 2 
Nand. Two things? why, three things ſhall not hinder 
it: What are they? | 


Thorne. 
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Thorut. My firſt fear is, the marriage of ſo much wealth, 
as ours, compounded, would choak all content, and, with 
the ſuperflux, change all to cares. 

Rand. You take good courſe for that already, ſir; your 
charitable works, ſo well begun, will help to diſperſe the 
ver- Heel © oo <0 5 
born. You have removed that well; the other is, that 
the remembrance of my poor eſtate; which is ſo publickl 


* to all men, might make my wealthy miſtre 
„„ 1 

Wife. Nay, that's your glory, fir, and cannot be accounted 
as your ſhame. 

Rand. Why, la, fir, ſhe has help'd that herſelf, now. 


Thornt. J faith, ſay then, miſtreſs, (I am a bad wooer, 


tis m inning) ſhall it be a match? 

19. Pens ſo forget my late loſt huſband. 

Rand. Why, this repairs your loſſes, ſiſter; you loſt a 
good one, and find his equal, with a wealthy purchaſe. 

Thorne, Put me in hope, that I may once enjoy you. 

Wife. I will not marry, fir, theſe ſeven years, truſt 
me. | - 

Rand. How! this ſeven years, ſiſter? fy upon't ; we 
may be all dead and rotten, fix years before it; come, 
come, ſpeak m compaſs, fiſter. 

Wife. Truly, brother, under half a year I won't hear 
on't. * 7 | : 

Rand. Ay, marry, fir, that was well bated. Speak 
agam, ſiſter, and let it be a fortnight. 

Hife. A fortnight > no, no, not this month, believe me. 

Rand. Away, away, a month's too long; hark you, fit- 
ter, we'll clap it up privately to-night, and the town thall 
not know on't *till a month hence. | 

_ To-night ? O fy upon't! an you love me, bro- 
ther, let it not be 'till to-morrow morning, I beſeech you, 
for the ſpeech of people. 

Rand. Afraid of wind: Tuſh, let it vaniſh, ſiſter; 1 
ſay, he ſtall marry thee to-night. 

Thornt. Let it be ſo; and here's an earneſt, miſtreſs. 

TIL R [l [Kiſſes ber. 

Wife. * ! T kiss coldly in a mourning gown, fir. 

Thornt. Tuſh, it ſhall off, we'll marry, then to bed; 
Wooing is idle, better to be ſped, 

E 2 Wife 
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Wife. Uſe your own will, fr. 
Rand. Why, ſo, e embrace him, 


ſiſter, . 
And live in bows and wealth, *bove all admired : 
Here's ſeven years quickly, in an e expired. 
I Exeunt. 


Enter ting of - Scots, Abred; Malcolm, Edmond, and 
captains, with drums and colours. | 


King. Thus far, . triumphantly, with good ſucceſs, 
My princely friends, we have together march d, 
And, from our northern parts, diſperſs'd theſe Danes; 
' Alone the city York, holds firm again, 
Whoſe buildings we will level with the earth, 
Unleſs, when fummon'd, they ſet wide their 92 
Give your advice, moſt princely ADCs fir tcl 
On your fair quarrel, all our fates depend, Bn 
Alv. Your iphneſs has been Büchl in your laue, "as 
Bringing the beſt that Scotland can afford, 
In honourable arms, to right our wrong : 
Let's forward then, and dare em to the walls; 
Our horſes hoofs. ſhall furrow up their land, 
And ſow their fields with blood, inſtead of grain. 
King. Spoke like the brother of dead Etheldred. 
Summon em to the walls. Drums, beat a parley. 


Enter above, Harold, and ſoldiers. 


Har. The meaning of this parley ? 
King. Danes, ye ſee 
All hope of conqueſt has forſook you quite; 
Two thouſand of your ſtouteſt ſoldiers 
Fallen already, * our conquering ſwords: 
If ye will yield, affirm it; if not, death 
Shall, in his meagre fury, through your hoſt, 
Revel, and make a dreadful jubilee : 
Then tell us, do you reſolve to fight , or yield? 
Zam. Or leap the walls, and break your necks, before 
us: ? 
Male. Reſolve us quickly, what you mean to do. 
Har. Yes, with immediate ſpeed ; ſet ope the gates, 


. 
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And, like a torrent, on their heads, we'll fall; | 
The field, and air, ſhall be their burial. 


King. On to the field, to arms, my valiant friends, 
. Who falls; in fight, his life in glory ends. . [Exeunt. 


Alarm, excurſions. Enter king, Alvred, Malcolm, E4- 
| mond, captains. 


King. All earthly honours are thine own, fair prince; 
Heaven fights thy cauſe ; the city now ſubmits. 
Alv. The Danes are all expulſed, and fled for ſafety. 
dn. The Danes are fled from danger, not from ſhame, 
That ſtill purſues em, whereſoe'er they fly. 
alc. Let's ſeek the Dane, this love-ſick king, Canutys., 
Alv. That's our intentment, my moſt noble Malcolm; 
But we muſt war ſecurely ; all their ſirength, 
Will now be banded, to oppoſe our coming; 
And, therefore, whilſt you here refreſh your army, 
Duke Edmond, and myſel, will try our friends, 
And, in theſe north parts, gather up new forces, 
To aid us 'gainſt all Danijh ſtratagems. 
King. We like it well; aſſiſt us, gracious heaven, 
And, on our righteous cauſe, 2 aid be given. 
Exeun:. 


Enter Thornton, Wife, Randal, the partners, workmen, 
aud George, with the table of the writing, in golicn 
letters, and Grim's ſpeech. 


Partn. You've ſtolen a wealthy marriage, Mr. Thornton, 
unawares to all the town z but we are glad we are ſo well 
deceived. 

T hornt. Faith, 3 twas not t' abridge the nup- 
tial feaſt, (for that ſhall have its full ſolemnity) but from 
ſome private cauſes of my miſtreſs. 

Whoſe power retains all 14 duty from me, 

And, as a ſervant, ſtill ſhe ſhall — me. 

; W; ſe. Not ſo, fir; I reſiga that title now; myſelf, 
and ſtate,” are only by your power, to be diſpoſed, and 
ſway'd. 

Rand. Ay, well ſaid, ſiſter: This match was richly 
made, with iking, and with j Joy, to all the country, And, 

3 brother 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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= -* brother Thornton (ſo I'll call you now) I came prepared to 

' give you fit ſurrender of the laſt bargain which you pur- 
chaſed of me. | 

7 _ Your coal-pits, -_ your- ſervants, brother 
Rand. Yes, fir ; and look you, this is the orator muſt 

ſpeak for all ; in his mouth they have put the law, and wil- 

hngneſs, they have to ſerve. 


Enter Grim. 


N _ — * m? | 

Grim. Yes, fir; and I am the prol to the play ; 

And for them all I have to ſay; PN mg 

Seven hundred men, in ſable wiſe, 

From forth the coal-pits ſhall ariſe : 

Not melting men, made out of wax, 

But ſuch as uſe ſpade, and pick-ax : 

Who, when you bid em ule their ſkills, 

Shall make a dale of Mauburn hills, 

Then raife a mount as high as Poles, 

And turn it trait to burning coals. | 
Thorne. This ſpeech, I think, was penn'd on purpoſe. 
Grim. I ſpeak deep things; ſome, fir, of fifty tathom 

deep; I do it de profundis, and no diſparagement to the 

author, that which I have ſpoken was 1n as good rhyme, 
as ent'ring in, | 

With hope, a halfpenny, and a lambs skin. 

 -Thornt. Ha, ha, thou hitt'ſt me there, i' faith. 

Grim. I give you a taſte, fir, how you ſhall find me 
here; and, as for my ſeven hundred followers, they are 
honeſt Tartarians ; and whoſoever deals with em, ſhall find 
'em grim fellows, I aſſure you. 
 Thornt. Grim, thou wert always honeſt; and, on my 
word, thy love {hall have reward. 

Baily. Sir, all your works, both finiſh'd, and intended, 
are pious, ras and religious. 

Partn. And, in the goodneſs, if you. ſtill perſevere, 

You build yourſelf a houſe, in heaven, for e'er. 

Thornt. Heaven have the praiſe of all; and, look ye, 
gentlemen, (Resch me the tab le, George) I have, here, re- 
pair'd the copy of my firſt arrival here, which yet hangs 

K 
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inſculp'd on a tileſhard ; but now tis rectify d, in golden 
4 4h with the ſame phraſe till, only thus Aterds 5 
Here at this weſt gate, firft came Thornton in 
Grim, With hope, a haljpemy, and a lamb's-5hiy. 
I remember that ſtill, fir. | 
George. How now, Grim, are you ſo ſaucy, ſirrah? 
Thornt. Tis well done, Grim; I'd ha't remember d 
ever: | 
Go place it-over the gate, that all may view it, 
And witneſs theſe great bleſſings heaven has ſent. 
The reaſon why J urge this regiſter, 
To have my memory thus kept in ſtore, 
Is not my wealth, but to record me poor. 
Go, lee it done. | F 
George. For ever may it ſtand to your renown. | 
[ Exeunt George, and workmen. 
Parten. And all fucceeding fame, | 
While this town ſtands, ſtill honour Thornton's name. 
Thornt. Amidit theſe poor endeavours of my love, 
My careful maſter muſt not be forgot, 
Whole heir I am become; and, for his ſake, 
] will re-edify Alhallom's church, 
Where, in the peaceful bed of death, he ſleeps, 
And build a tomb, for him, cut out in touchſtone, 
(Which, in our Perſian voyage, was return'd) 
From whence my golden mineral arrived. 
Grim. In the [ikenef of old iron, fir. ; 
Thornt. Ay, thou ſay'ſt true, Grim. | 
Grim. I have wonder'd, a thouſand times, old Tan-, 
the ſmith, did not hang himſelf for refuſing the firſt tun of 
it; a whoreſon EID 
Wife. They ſay you got ſomewhat by it, Grim. 
Grim. Alas | miſtreſs, a few chips, or ſo; ſome ten 
pounds worth, for a groat, I think, I bought on him. 
[ Shout. 


Rand. How now, what mean theſe ſhouts ? 
Grim. I think there's ſome match at foot-ball towards; 
the colliers againſt the whole country, cut, and long tail. 


Enter George. 
Thornt. What's the news, good George? 


George. 
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George. Prince Alvred, and . Edmond duke of Thetford, 
are 2 lighted, and deſire to ſpeak with the town magi- 
ſtrates. , 

Thornt. We ſhall, with joy, receive him as our prince ; 
And wiſh, he had as free po eſſion of this whole hugdom, 
As this town ſhall give him. | 


Enter Alvred, and Banend 


Al. See where he comes. All duty to your highneſs. 
Atv. Riſe, friends, we have your hearts; forbear your 
knees 3 | 
Your true allegiance hath proclaim'd itſelf, 
That never yielded yet to foreign ſceptre : 
You've fortify d your. walls gzinſt all invaſions; 


And, in that circuit, locally ſhe ſtands, x 
With kind embraces, to infold your friends. 
Thorns. Our town, our ſelves, our lives, are all your 
own, 
As the moſt lawful, and indubitate heir 
To our late ſovereign lord, and, to your throne, 
We fall as ſubjects. 
Alv. My beſt of thanks is due to my beſt friends. 
Which is the man amongſt ye, gentlemen, 
That bears the name of Th1r1:ton? 
Thorns. Your ſubject, and your fervant, royal fir 
Alv. Let me embrace you, ſir; your goodneſs ſpeaks 
You nobly: England 1s famed, in this fair tow n, 
Much honour'd by your virtues. 
Our country's conqueſt, by theſe Daniſh wars, 
Have not fuch blazon, from our ſhame, eien, 
As theſe, your good deeds, now have counter vaibp- 
Thornt. I can do nothing but my duty, 'fir. © 
Alu. Tis worthy praiſe in all; and truſt me; gentle 
ä 
We have good hope to ſee a happy day, 
And, once again, make England free in peace. 
came now, with my beſt horſemanſtnp, 
From the Storch army, whoſe royal king, 
In neighbour amity, is arm'd in my juſt cauſe, 
Has paſt the Tweed, with 3 forage, through 
N orthumber laud) bs - 
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# Alt holds, and caſtles, taken by the Danes, | 
Reſtore themſelves to my ſubjection: 

The city Tork, is won, from whence I came. | 

Edam. And whilſt we forage thus, their king Canztus, . 
Doating on the beauties of Carteſmunda, A 
Of his eſtate ſo careleſs now is grown, 

He'll put no arms, but Carteſmunas's, on. 

T hornt. Go forward, noble princes, your work's good; 
And, to encourage it, ten thouſand | 
PI lend your grace, to levy ſoldiers with; 

Which, if you never pay, Pl! never aſk : 

And, for my own employment, to your aid, 

PIl lend if! ou will honour me ſo far) 

All the full frength Newcaſtle can afford. 

[ have ſeven hundred men that call me maſter. _ 

Grim. Beſides bold Grim, their chief controller, fir. 

Thernt. Very true, fir ; and theſe I'll four times double, 
And three months, ſhall their charge, be mine alone, 

To back your right, and ſeat you in your throne. 

Alv. Your bounty far exceeds all recompence. 

Thorne. *Tis but my duty ſtill, which Pll.not ſlack. - 
Go, Grim, and muſter my ſeven hundred colliers; ; 
To them I'll add two thouſand more, of our Newcaſtle 

| ſtrength, 
And thou ſhalt be an officer, to conduct em. 

Grim. For a corporal, or ſo, let me alone with my ſqua- 
dron, I dare undertake, with my ſeven hundred colliers, 
in ſix days, under ground, to march to Londen; they thall 
dig their way themſelves too. | 

Rand. And know tis two hundred miles. x 

Grim. That's nothing; I'll march forty miles a day with 
'em, at pleaſure; there is no pioneer to be compared to a 
coll ier, in his coal pit: If you'll have a dozen cities, as we 
go, undermin'd, and blown up, give but every man a buſhel 
of apples to his breakfaſt, and you ſhall hear the wind roar 
and ſhake the ground, like an earthquake. | 

Thoynt. Well, fir, we'll try their valours. 

Go, George, get armour ready; and Grim, 
Get thou a drum, and marſhal em. 

Grim. If you wou'd rake Hell, and Phlegitan, Acaron, 

and Barrathrum, all thoſe low countries cannot yield 2 
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ſuch a company. Tara, ra, ra, ra, ra; O brave, maſter ? 


now for a colnpany of conquering colliers Come, George, 
2 xeunt. 
 Thernt. Now would it pleaſe my liege, ſo far to grace 
His humble ſubjects, and their new built town, 
To take a homely banquet, we ſhou'd think 
*T were royal neighbourhood, to heat our buildings. 
Alu. We cannot be unkind, though to your hurt; 
We will diſpenſe with our great haſte ſo long; 
And, then, from banquets, unto battles, fly : 
Which, heaven, we hope, wil guide ſucceſsfully. 
( Exeunt. 


eee 6:6 e e 


AG T V. 


Enter Harold, Huldrick, Oſtick, captains, aud tarde of 


Hor DRICK. 


| O, let our drums and trumpets, ſpite of fear, 
8 Thunder aloud b the air, and tell Canutus, 
His captains do attend to ſpeak with him: 
He promiſed to come down. 
Har. Yes, down to the earth. mg 
Huld. And in the ſhameful ruins he prepares, 
With luſt, and murder, bury up his name: 
He's known by nothing, but a large defame. 
The city Tork, for want of aid, is loſt ; 
And l che foe purſues; if thus we ſtand 
To ſooth him in this fin, our conqueſt dies; 
And we, in blood, muſt end our victories. 


Enter Hoffman. 


Hoff. Give your attendance, lords, the king is coming 
A flouriſh, and drums and — 
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- Huld. Tis time he ſhou'd ; he has been abſent long, 
And done his honour, fame, and country, wrong. 

How did he take your reprehenſion, Harold ? 

Har, It ſtartled him at firſt ; but then, with mildneſs, 
He did appoint this gen'ral meeting here : | 
To what good purpole it inclines, I know not, 

Ojr. J hope the beſt. See here he comes, my lord. 


Flouriſh. Enter Canutus, leading Carteſmunda, richly ar- 
tired, and dect d with jewels, Hotiman, and gentlemen, 
attending. | 


Can, Where ate our vaſſals? Lords, attend your charge, 
With all your beſt of care, and diligence, 
Or, by thoſe ſtars, whoſe influence made me great, 
You die in torments. Let not the ſun extort from her 
bright rays, | 
To give a luſtre greater than his own, 
Unleſs the Abs have frozen up his flames. 
Let him not, on her ſmooth tront, dart his heat, 
No, not for all his glory, or arch'd throne. 
Onmes, All health, and honour to the great Canurus, 
Can. Riſe in our favour : Vail thy face, my love; 
We maſt not have thee ſeen too much by ſlaves. 
Capt. Content attend the king, and his fair love. 
Ojr. Long may ihe be the miſtreis of his youth. 
Capt. And give him heaven on earth. 
Har. And hell to boot. *Sdeath, ſhall we flatter thus? 
Cn. So, now you crouch, and fawn, like daunted curs 
That dare not look the lion in the face. — 
Come, Carteſmunda, mount Canutus throne, | Flouriſh. 
Let me unvail thy face; and tell me now, 
Which of you all, that thus have tax'd my lightneſs, 
Cou'd (if myo of ſuch a gem as this) leſs value it 
| than I: 
What think'ſt thou, Oſrick? : 
Or. I have not ſeen the like. 
Can. Nor ever ſhall: | * 
What nature had in ſtore, was given to her 
And can one, crown'd with ſuch a heavenly weight, 
Live, and forgoe, this center of delight. 


Huld. 
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Huld. Let not theſe vain affections, royal lord, 
Sway you from reaſon thus. 

Can. Ha! what is he? | 

Huli. Do you not know me, fir ? the time has been, 
When, in thy battles, Huldrick has been ſeen 
Knee deep in blood, cutting his way by force, 

Careleſs of life, to free thy royal perſon 

And does your mightineſs not know me now? 

Then hear the news I bring to comfort you : 

The Danes, once ſtiled by names of conquerors, 

Are now ſubdued, and ſlain. The king of Stots, 
Banded together with the Exgliſb forces, 

Have late, at York, o'erthrown our garriſons, 

And now to London march, victoriouſſy; 

Defacing all. — Thy conquer'd cities burn : 

And, in their falls, the flames do riſe ſo high, 

They ſeem to light the tapers of the ſky : 

And ſince fame's trump, which oft hath ſummon'd thee, 
Is not ſo potent as to draw thee forth, 

Thy honour bids me dare thee to the field, 

If thy high ſpirit be not drown'd by luſt : 

Let's arm ourſelves for ſhame. | 

Can. Traitor, thou dy'ſt, for chafing our high blood: 
O love ! thou art unjuſt : I feel aſſaults 
Far ſharper in my breaſt, than all the Enzlijb. 

Now love, and honour, with their oppoſite powers, 
Afflicts my ſoul, and, with their virtuous ftrife, 
Plead' for my love, my honour, fame, and weal : 
With this man's nas & my paſſions ſtrongly move; 
He, for my fame, and honour, ſpeaks ; but, love, 
Jam thy martyr now, and muſt obey ; 
For, what is honour, but an aid to love, 
Got in our pride of youth ? Yet ſtay, Canurus, 
Think of thy wonted fame, go on and conquer. 
Give me my horſe. 

Cart. What will Canutus do? 

Can. O, Carteſmunda ! with that heavenly voice, 
Already I amichanged ; kiſs me my beſt of loves. 
* Ofr.. He's changed again. 

Huld. This ſtrumpet's charms does, ſure, 


Bewitch 
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Bewitch him with her ſorcery; © ” 
I'll not endure, this ſhame, 
| Enter a Peſt. 
Poft. Where is my lord ? | 
Can. Where thou ſhalt not be long : 
What would'ſt thou, villain. ? * 8 
Poſt. Arm, mighty prince; we, havedeſcry'd, at hand, 
The horſe and enſigns of the Engliſh army, + | 
Troop'd with their leaders, like the gods of war, 
Who, in bright ſteel, the fields do ſtoutly bear. 
Can. And there ſeek that which thou, vile dog, ſhalt 
; have : | ; | 
Come'ſt thou to fright my love? | [Kills him. 
Huld. Do not expoſe a mighty nation, thus naked, 
To the 33 of luſt, Canutus. 
Can. Traitor! | 
Hula. As thou art great, be juſt 
Let not a ſtrumpet's love, work all our ruins ; 
The enemy's at hand, and, from thy ſide, - 
I'll force this painted whore. 
Cart. Help me, Ganutus. 
Huld. What, can you cry? vt! 1 
Can. Wert thou Fobve's minion, ſlave, thou thus had'ft 
dy'd. "a 
Canutus runs at him 3 he catches her up in his 
arms, and runs upon his ſword. 
Huld. Fl meet it thus. en 
Cart. Oh, I am ſlam! | 4 
Huld. I have my happy wiſh then, welcome death; 
I dy'd, Canutus, to preſerve thy breath. [ Dies. 
Can. Sink down to hell. — What has my raſhneſ(s done? 
O! Carteſmunda, ſtay thy fainting breath. 
Cart. My fate is come, great king; my veſtal vow, 
That broken, with my wiſh, is fallen upon me. 
For your fair love, I ird my faith with heaven, 
And, from your hand, my death is juſtly given. 
Such was my former wiſh; farewel Canutus; 
And, with my fall, may thy great name ariſe: 


Live to loud dame,” and ſoar above the ſkies, Dies. 
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Can. May all the world die with thee. 
Sound up our drums, and call our troops together ; 
Now arm with ſpeed; Pll to the field, and fight : 
Farewel, dear love, whom I of life bereft; " 
For which unwilling act, O pardon me 
Canutus? arms, a while, ſhall be thy tomb, 
Then gold incloſe thee, till the day of doom. [ Exeunt. 
At one door, Enter Canutus, Harold, captains, with drums, 
and colours. At the other, Malcolm, Alvred, and Ed- 
mond, with drums, and colours. l | 


Can. How harſh theſe drums ſound now, that once, like 
muſick, N 1 l 
Did more delight mine ear than Orpheus lute; 
Sweet Carteſmunda's death, my ſenſes kill; 
Like one, long ſick, I reliſh all things ill. 


Enter all the Colliers. 
Har. Courage, my lord; fee where the Engliſh ſtand, 
Braving your mightineſs: Let's ſet upon them, 'L 
And never leave, till, to their mother earth, | 
They pay their lives as tribute. 


Alv. Now, what ſays Canutus? 
Can. That ye all are rebels. 
Om. Eng. Rebels? — 
Alu. Stay, let him ſpeak it out. 
Gan. An hundred thirteen years, the Egli kings 
Have paid to Denmark, and our anceſtry, 
An annual tribute of ten thouſand 85 
Which you unjuſtly, and rebellioully, | 
Detain from me, a lawful ſucceſſor. 
Alv. Tis true, Canutus, that the Denmark kings, 
So long our native iſland hath uſurp'd 
And whilſt they kept within their Daniſb bounds, 
And left us to enjoy our own 1n peace, | 
We juſtly paid our homage fealty. 
Bat ſince your father Hardiknute arole, 
And you ſucceeding him, 
Neither content with that, our tribute paid, 
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But would ſeek our utter extirpation; „ 

Which, five and twenty years you have aſſign'd, 

Planting yourſelves in Norfolk, Suffolk, Cambridgeſhire, 

Erecting garriſons throughout our kingdom, 5 

Againſt the laws of former articles : 

We now reſolve to ſpend. our royal blood, 

And either countervail our former loſs, 

Or hazard all we hold, by doubtful battle. wn! 
Can. That is your anſwer then? 
Omnnes. Reſolved for all. | 
Can. Now, by the high and royal blood of kings — 
Edam. Swear by the beauteous nun of Vincheſter ;. 

You oft have kiſs d that book. 

Can. And that one word, | 

Has raiſed more vigour in my active blood, 

Than e' er her beauty flamed my appetite, Wy” 

Malc. It ſhall be cool'd with better ipells than hers. 


All Danes. Parley no more, Canutus. . 
Can. O, Carteſmunda! from thy gentle arms, 
I fly, to conquer, in war's rough alarms. Exeunt. 


Alarms, excurſimt. Enter Canutus, and. Alvred. 


Can. Why droops thy ſword? _ 84 
Doſt thou deſpiſe thy foe? or doſt not know me? 
I am the Daniſh king; 
That which all ſoldiers ſeek in bloody war, 
May here be gain'd on me, eternal honour. - 

Alv. Paſs ſafe, my lord, I will not fight with you; 
For your fair ſiſter's ſake, and her * memory, 
Keep what I prize, your life, and honour, both. 

n. I prythee, take it; Pll yield it willingly, 

And, for I ſee thou art a faithful lover, 
Let me embrace thy breaſt, and of my love, 
Bright Carteſmunda, nun of Wincheſter, 
PII tell fo fad a tale —- 

Alv. I cannot ſtay to hear it. Heark, great ſir, 
War's muſick calls me; for Elgina's ſake, mw 
[ ſlip the advantage that fate bids me take. Exit. 


Alarms. Enter Harold, Oſrick, captains, and ſoldiers. 


Har. See where he ſtands ; ſecure him, valiant ſoldiers : 
F 2 Never 
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Never did man fo feebly uſe his ſword 
E In fuch fad times of terror. O! my lord, 
Can you, in all this danger, be thus calm? 
09. Though you neglect yourſelf, yet prize your ho- 
n our; 2 2 OS: *.- 
Or, if not that, yet, for. your, ſubjes' ſake, 
Be 13 to alle your wonted valou. 
n. Can he be Valiant that's without a heart? 
Or can a ſenſeleſs trunk haye ſenſe, of loſs ? 
Such have you made me, therefore ſhare the gain, 
And, to theſe Engliſh, leave your lives, and fortunes. 
Al. There is no way, but flight. | 
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Can. Thank yourſelves fort:: 
Had Carteſmunda lived, and graced mine eyes 
But with a ſmile, theſe Engliſb wou'd as ſoon 
Lake part with thoſe, that, from Olympus, ſtrove 
To pluck down Jove, as look upon Canutus. 
Sound retreat: 'The blood of Carteſmunda, 
Stirs the gods for this revenge ; and, if this may 
Appeaſe her angry ſoul, we get, by loſing it. FINK. 
Do what ye wil, for 1 will never more taſte joy on 
gart: , 5 "Ou 
Her death makes all things poor. 
Omnes. What ſhall we do? 
Har. What elſe, but fight and die? 
And, in our deaths, hide all our infamy. 


Alarm. Enter Thornton, Randal, and the colliers z they 
fight, and take Canutus priſoner, and drive out the reſt: 
A flouriſh, and a retreat ſounded. Enter king of Scots, 
Alvred, Donald, Malcolm, Edmond, Thornton, with 
8 Grim „and the colliers, leading Canutus, and 


King. Thus, from the uſurp'd temples of Canutus, 
We take the Engiſh crown, and plant it here, 
To.whom, in right, it legally belongs. : | 
" Ones. Long live great Alvred, our lawful king. 
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Alv. Firſt, to | FAll-belpipg heaven, due thanks 
pr.. EE ks 2 ER 
Then, next bs you, FN Rom ö rp o 
Grim. Twas I Mat took him pniſoner, my lord; the, 
colliers are the dran — . 8 
Alv. We will reward your, Nicurs 
Har. Propoſe a ranſom, royal Atured, ' * 3 
To ſad Canutus, and his countymen. ; 
Can. Give me no ranſom," fir; OE = 
In Carteſmunda's death; 1 brake yn, od 
And, for her ſake, I have negleate —_— 
And, willingly, have ſqught mine*own ſad ruin. 
Pl have no ranſom ; Carteſmunda's dead : 
Let me be bury'd with her ; that's all the mercy 
I now will beg of thee, from all thy conqueſts. 
Alv. No, great Canutus, for I pity thee. 
I call to mind thy royal ſiſter's love, 
Beauteous Elgina, worthier than thy nun, 
Whoſe loving heart was, once, unboſom'd here; 
And, for her ſake, I'll like a brother uſe thee : 
This one condition frees thee, ranſomleſs; 
That you abate the fealty we paid: 
You ſhall return unto your fate; in 
And, henceforth, even'as SI 
Exchanging embaſſies of ove,” and” n 
And now to you, my worthy countrymen ' * 
It ſhall be texted to your laſting fame, | 
That your Newcaſtle ſtrength, ſet England free, 
In this day's fair and happy congueſt ; _ 
For which, and for thy ſake, moſt worthy Thornton, | 
We'll give a laſting honour to the town, 5 
Now beautify'd, by thee, with walls, and towers - - - 4 
To which we'll add all noble privilegngngne 
Belonging to a town incorporate : 1 Tye WINES 4 
And, for your former government of portrie ves, 
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We here eſtabliſh it a mayoralty, 2 | 
And Thornton, as the firſt, we here ereate mayor of New- 
caſtle, | itt 


With ample power to clet a brotherhood, 
And 
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And choice of ſherifls, to aſſiſt thy rule; 
Your charter ſhall be drawn with fulleſt ſtrength, 
Even with the faireſt cities of our realm; 
This ſword confirms it, from king Alured's hand. 
Thornt. Your bighneſs gives us honour *bove our 
merits. | 
Alu. We have not yet done all; but what we want, 

We'll ſtudy to requite to thee, and them. 

Grim. Then ſince your grace is got into the giving vein, 
1 beſeech you, fir, let corporal Grim be bold to put a col- 
her's requeſt into your ears. . 

Av. What's that, Grim? 

Grim. Only this, ſweet king; I that, for thy ſervice 
- Take, was corporal, to be warden of your coal-carriers, to 
—.— coals, ſurreverence, for your _—_ own tooth. 

"I promiſe you weight and meaſure, if none of your offi- 
cers do purloin, and warm their noſes at your fires, in their 
own chimnies. | 

Av. A reaſonable requeſt : Tis granted, Grim. 

Grim. Nay, Til carry no coals neither, I can tell you; 
and yet I have another chaldron of curteſies to deſire from 
your kindneſs ; that, in remembrance of Newcafle colliers, 
that have fought ſo bravely, we may, from henceforth, 
have the upper ſhoulder, the wall, of Croydon colliers ; 
and that, Pens they be found with a gooſe in their ſacks, 
they may be made to ſtand, a whole market day, in the 
bakers pulpit, becauſe they ſhew'd themſelves cowards to 

their country, and durſt not fight againſt the Danes, as 
we have done. | | 

Alu. All this is granted, fir. 

Grim. Then ſtand thy ground, old coal of Newcaſtle, 
and a fig for Croydon. 2 
Alu. How now, ſtill ſad, Canutss ? 

We now muſt war with love, to raiſe this ſiege, 

Which we will do with banquets, and with revels. 

Great king of Scotland, we are yet a debtor 

To your kind love, which thus we gin to pay; 

All thoſe our northern borders, bounding on Cumber- 
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From Tine to Tweed, we add unto your crown; 

So 'twas fore-promiled, and tis now perform'd : 

Moſt fit it is that we be ever lovers. 

The ſea that binds us in one continent, 

Doth teach us to embrace two hearts in one, 

To ſtrengthen both *gainſt all invaſion. 

Look up, Canutus, now all's clear above, 

Let Carteſmunda die, in our new love 

And let ſwift fame, thy former glories ring, 0 

And hide the follies of a Love. ſick KING. i g 
Exeunt Onmes, 
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